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HE SLEEPS FOR THE FLAG ! " 



PREFACE. 



This little volume is prepared to accompany 
pleasantly " The Changed Cross," and " The 
Shadow of the Rock j " or, at least, to follow 
closely in their path of usefulness. 

The gems of poetry which are here collected 
are from various sources ; but none of them are 
to be found in either of the volumes above 
mentioned; and, wherever known, the author- 
ship is indicated. 

With the hope that it may prove a pleasant 
companion to many a pilgrim in earth's path- 
ways, carry sunshine into the sick-room, and 
soothe many a bereaved, mourning heart, it is 

now given to the public. 

E. E. M. 

New Haven, Conn. 




Our Home Beyond the Tide, 



AND OTHER POEMS. 



OUR HOME BEYOND THE TIDE. 

OUR home is beyond the tide, friend, — 
Our home is beyond the tide. 
Where the glorious city of light is seen 

Whose gates are open wide. 
Through the golden streets of that city fair 

We soon shall pass along ; 
And a holy joy shall fill our hearts 

As we greet the shining throng 
Who walk those streets through the endless day, 

Earth's dear ones side by side. 
Oh, the bliss that awaits us when we reach 

Our home beyond the tide ! 



8 OUR HOME BEYOND THE TIDE. 

Our home is beyond the tide, friend, — 

Our home is beyond the tide, 
Where the river of life with its water bright 

Is rolling deep and wide. 
There the tree of life, with its fruit so fair. 

O'er the sparkling waters bends ; 
And beneath its shade, with unmeasured bliss. 

We shall meet our cherished friends. 
Oh, we soon shall rest in those sacred bowers, 

Where no cynic our love shall chide, 
And the saints communion unhindered share 

In our home beyond the tide ! 

Our home is beyond the tide, friend, — 

Our home is beyond the tide \ 
And though between us and that blissful shore 

The river of death may glide. 
Yet its waters, rough surging round our barks, 

Can never our souls overwhelm : 
WeVe hope for the anchor, and love for the breeze. 

And our Saviour at the helm. 
We shall safely pass o'er the Jordan of death. 

To the land where the saints abide, — 
To the home of the angels, the mansions of joy. 

To our home beyond the tide. 



OUR HOME BEYOND THE TIDE, 9 

Our home is beyond the tide, friend, — 

Our home is beyond the tide ; 
And many a loved one, speeding there, 

Has vanished from our side. 
For us will the voiceless Charon soon 

With his muffled oar draw nigh, 
And bear us to meet the welcomes sweet 

Of loved ones now on high. 
How thrills the heart with the thought of tones 

Which ne'er from our hearts have died, — 
Of the faces dear which we hope to greet 

In our home beyond the tide ! 

Our home is beyond the tide, friend, — 

Our home is beyond the tide ; 
And we must not sigh with a vain regret 

For the ills which here betide. 
But oft, from the heights of faith sublime. 

Gaze far o*er the darksome wave, 
And bless our God for the rest from care 

In the land beyond the grave. 
The waves of sin surge no more round the Rock 

In the cleft of which we hide : 
Oh, with longing hearts we wait the call 

To our home beyond the tide ! 



lo OUR HOME BEYOND THE TIDE. 

Our home is beyond the tide, friend, — 

Our home is beyond the tide ; 
And we must not sigh for those earthly joys 

" Best Wisdom " hath denied. 
For the thorns of earth there are flowers in 
heaven ; 

For its cares there is long repose ; 
For the vale of tears there's the mount of joy, 

Where the heart with rapture glows. 
Then with loving hearts w^ will do his will 

In whose promise our hearts confide, 
And patiently wait for our turn to reach 

Our home beyond the tide. 

Phbbb a. Hanapord. 




MV ANGEL NAME, 1 1 



WHAT SHALL BE MY ANGEL NAME? 

IN the land where I am going, 
When my earthly life is o'er, 
When the tired hands cease their striving, 
And the tired heart aches no more, — 
In that land of light and beauty. 

Where no shadow ever came 
To o'ercloud the perfect glory, 
What shall be my angel name ? 

When the spirits who await me 

Meet me at my entering in, 
With what name of love and music 

Will their welcoming begin ? 
Not the one so dimmed with earth-stains, 

Linked with thoughts of grief and pain. 
No : the name that mortals gave me 

WUl not be my angel name I 

I have heard it all too often. 

Uttered by unloving lips : 
Earthly care and sin and sorrow 

Dim it with their deep eclipse. 



12 MV ANGEL NAME. 

I shall change it like a garment, 
When I leave this mortal frame ; 

And, at Life's immortal baptism, 
I shall have another name. 

For the angels will not call me 

By the name 1 bear on earth : 
They will speak a holier language 

Where I have my holier birth. 
Syllabled in heavenly music, 

Sweeter far than earth may claim, 
Very gentle, pure, and tender, 

Such shall be my angel name. 

It has thrilled my spirit often. 

In the holiest of my dreams ; 
But its beauty lingers near me. 

Only like the morning beams. 
Weary of the jarring discord 

Which the lips of mortals frame, 
Oh, I shall with joy and rapture 

Answer to my angel name ! 

Florbncb Percy. 



VISION. 13 



VISION, 

I SEE, I see, through dimming tears, 
And mists that come with lengthening 
years, 
The loved of early days ; 
I hear, where'er my footsteps roam. 
The music of my childhood's home. 
Melting to psalms of praise. 

On the dull ear of age remain 
Vibrations of each hallowed strain, 

Thrilling the soul with love ; 
While fancy weaves, from memories dear. 
Tones such as angels love to hear 

In purest realms above. 

I feel the clasp of gentle hands. 

That clasped me first in love's soft bands. 

And soothed my infant cry : 
Like a felt presence, I retain 
The impress on each throbbing vein. 

As of a spirit nigh. 



14 THE REST, 

Still let those sights my vision cheer, 
Still let those tones salute my ear, 

While Life's red current flows ; 
And let each touch and tone and sight 
Draw nearer with the waning light, 
• And soothe my last repose. 

May Faith then take that outstretched hand, 
And follow to the spirit-land, 

Where she is lost in sight ; 
Where, hallowed in that sacred sphere, 
All sights and sounds on eye or ear. 

Shall yield unmixed delight ! 

_ B. F. Tweed. 

THE REST 

LIFE is sweet, and many blessings 
Thickly crowd the pilgrim-way : 
Peace and comfort, like a river. 

Is our portion day by day. 
But though earth has many pleasures, 

And our path is richly blessed. 
In the soul there is a yearning 
For the never-ending Rest. 



THE REST, 15 

Life is sweet, but heaven is sweeter ; 

Earth hath joys, but heaven the more ; 
Here is sunshine, but the glory 

Equals not the radiant shore. 
Every gleam of light that falleth. 

Every joy within the breast. 
Is a foretaste, and awakens 

Deeper longings for the rest. 

Spring may scatter wide her blossoms. 

Summer wave her ripening grain, 
Autumn tinge each spray with glory, 

Winter bring her snowy train : 
Yet earth's beauty never quenches 

The desire, by each possessed. 
To inherit the abiding 

And soul-satisfying Rest. 

Brief the journey : just before us 

Flows the river that divides 
Earth's green pastures from the highlands 

Where this lasting boon abides : 
Even now the hallelujahs 

Of the holy ones and blest 
Greet the ear, as on we hasten 

To enjoy the long-sought Rest. 

Augustine Caldwsll.- 



1 6 MOTHER IN HEAVEN. 



MOTHER IN HEAVEN. 

MY mother is there in the land of bliss, 
Which is just beyond the tide ; 
And I long to greet 
Her smile so sweet, 
And rest me at her side. 

When this earthly life seemed sad and drear, 
And the surging waves of Time 

Rolled swift and dark 

Round my spirit bark, 
Her words were of faith sublime. 

And she told me of heaven, the Christian's home. 
The haven of peace and rest, — 

Of that happy shore 

Where they sin no more, 
But with Christ the Lord are blest 

And the waves of trouble sank away. 
And my spirit felt a calm. 

As if sweetly came. 

At the sunset's flame, 
A breeze from the isles of balm. 



THE PEARLY GATES, 1 7 

I shall go to my mother when earth is past ; 
I shall see her on heaven's fair shore ; 

And the low farewell 

Which so sadly fell 
I shall hear from her lips nevermore. 

O Father 1 whose love hath prepared us a home 
Where the rivers of blessedness roll 
On the surges of Time, 
May thy promise sublime 
Still strengthen and comfort my soul ! 

PhbbbA. Hanapord. 



THE PEARL Y GA TES, 

THERE were lofty pillars blazing 
With the glory of the sun ; 
There were tints of pink and purple 
Where the summer day was done. 

I sat thinking as I watched them 
In the west grow dim and pale, 

Yearning for Life's sunset hour. 
When for me should lift the veil. 

2 



1 8 THE PEARLY GATES, 

But they dimmer grew and paler, 
Till the stars were sparkling bright ; 

Still the pearly gates were hidden 
Far away from mortal sight. 

I sat thinking in the stillness, 
When a voice spake soft to me, 

" Ah, my child 1 why sitting idle ? 
Gates of pearl wait now for thee. 

" Unseen, they glow in every heart, 
All sin-stained though it be : 

Rouse thee to deeds of love and faith. 
Thy Father biddeth thee ! 

" Rouse thee to deeds of love and faith, 

Nor tire till life is done ! 
The gates of pearl are never closed 

From mom till set of sun : 

" From set of sun till dawn of day 

They still are open wide ; 
And angels watch them hour by hour. 

To sooth, caress, or chide. 



OVER THE STARRY WAY. I9 

" Not far away the heaven we seek ; 

In thine own heart it lies : 
Ah, child ! wait not for pearly gates 

To open in the skies." mrs. e. c Dobson. 



OVER THE STARRY WAY, 

GONE in her childlike purity 
Out from the golden day ; 
Fading away in the light so sweet, 
Where the silver stars and the sunbeams meet, 
Over the silent way. 

Over the bosom tenderly 

The pearl-white hands are pressed ; 
The lashes lie on her cheek so thin, 
AVhere the softest blush of the rose hath been. 
Shutting the blue of her eyes within 

The pure lids closed to rest. 

Over the sweet brow lovingly 

Twineth her sunny hair. 
She was so fragile, that Love sent down. 
From his heavenly gems, that soft, bright crown, 
To shade her brow with its waves so brown, 

Light as the dimpling air. 



20 OVER THE STARRY IVAY. 

Gone to sleep with the tender smile 

Froze on her silent lips 
By the farewell kiss of her dewy breath, 
Cold in the clasp of the angel Death, 
Like the last fair bud of a faded wreath. 

Whose bloom the white frost nips. , 

Robin, hushed in your downy bed 

Over the swinging bough, 
Do you miss her voice from your glad duet, 
When the dew in the heart of the rose is set, 
Till its velvet lips, with the essence wet, 

In Orient crimson glow ? 

Rosebud, under your shady leaf 

Hid from the sunny day, 
Do you miss the glance of the eye so bright. 
Whose blue was heaven to your timid sight ? 
It is beaming now in a world of light, 

Over the starry way. 

Hearts where the darling^s head hath lain, 
Held by love's shining ray. 
Do you know that the touch of her gentle hand 
Doth brighten the harp in the unknown land ? 
Oh, she waits for us with the angel band 

Over the starry way ! anonymous. 



AT THE BEAUTIFUL GATE. 21 



AT THE BEAUTIFUL GATE, 

LORD, open the door, for I falter, 
I faint, in this stifled air ; 
In dust and straitness I lose my breath ; 
This life of self is a living death : 
Let me into thy pastures broad and fair, 
To the sun and the wind from thy mountains free ; 
Lord, open the door to me ! 

There is holier life and truer 
Than ever my heart has found ; 
There is nobler work than is wrought within 
These walls so charred by the fires of sin, 
Where I toil like a captive blind and bound : 
An open door to a freer task 

In thy nearer smile, I ask. 

Yet the world is thy field, thy garden : 
On earth art thou still at home. 
When thou bendest hither thy hallowing eye, 
My narrow work-room seems vast and high, 
Its dingy ceiling a rainbow dome : 
Stand ever thus at my wide-swung door, 
And toil will be toil no more. 



22 AT THE BEAUTIFUL GATE. 

Through the rosy portals of morning 
Now the tides of sunshine flow : 
O'er the blossoming earth and the glistening 

sea, 
The praise thou inspirest rolls back to thee ; 
Its tones through the infinite arches go ; 
Yet crippled and dumb, behold me wait, 
Dear Lord, at the Beautiful Gate. 

I wait for thy hand of healing, — 

For vigor and hope in thee. 
Open wide the door, — let me feel the sun, — 
Let me touch thy robe : I shall rise and run 
Through thy happy universe, safe and free. 
Where in and out thy beloved go. 

Nor want nor wandering know. 

Thyself art the Door, Most Holy 1 

By thee let me enter in. 
I press toward thee with my failing strength ; 
Unfold thy love in its breadth and length ! 
True life from thine let my spirit win ! 
To the saint's fair city, the Father's throne, 

Thou, Lord, art the Way alone. 






IT SHALL BE LIGHT. 23 

From the deeps of unseen glory 
Now I feel the flooding light. 

O rare sweet winds from thy hills that blow ! 

O river so calm in its crystal flow ! 

O love unfathomed — the depth, the height ! 

What joy wilt thou not unto me impart, 

When thou shalt enlarge my heart ! 

To be made with thee one spirit 
Is the boon that I lingering ask. 

To have no bar *twixt my soul and thine ; 

My thoughts to echo thy will divine ; 

Myself thy servant, for any task. 

Life ! life ! I may enter, through thee, the Door, — 
Saved, sheltered forevermore ! 

Lucy Larcom. 



''at evening time it shall be 

light:' 

DEAR fainting pilgrim on Life's weary road, 
Lone voyager on Life's stormy, restless 
sea, [spread, 

Faint not : though dark the lowering clouds may 

At evening time it shall be light for thee. 



24 IT SHALL BE LIGHT. 

Thus He who loves thy soul trod weary ways, 
Thus floated lonely on a starless sea ; 

Yet His the promise, — be to Him the praise ! — 
At evening time it shall be light for thee. 

Now clouds and darkness are his children's lot ; 

But soon a blissful dawn for them shall be, — 
Glory beyond the stretch of mortal thought, 

Visions of beauty mortals may not see. 

Hope on ! unwavering press thou through the 
gloom ! 

The cross must be thy pillar-cloud by day. 
Thy blazing guard by night, till, nearing home, 

At evening time it shall be light for thee. 

'Faint not ! the Voice which spake the word of yore. 
And was obeyed, o*er surging Galilee, 

Speaks to thy soul in every stormy hour, 
" At evening time it shall be light for thee." 

Dear voices hushed in Death's unpitying sleep, 
Thou mayst not hear this side the narrow sea : 

They echo on that shore where none may weep ; 
There shalt thou greet them when 'tis light 
for thee. 



A BROKEN LINK. 25 

There shalt thou see the Crucified and Crowned, 
Thy chosen Master here, whose smile shall be 

A full assurance that thine heart hath found 
At evening time 'twas surely light for thee. 

Phbbb a. Hanapord. 



A BROKEN LINK 

DOWN to the margin of the shadowy river, 
Thy feet are pressing now ; 
And the bright glory from the upper temple 

Is resting on thy brow. 
Soon shall the hand that mine so oft has folded 

Sweep o'er a harp of gold ; 
And thy worn feet, with all thy wanderings ended. 
Rest in the Master's fold. 

But I shall be so lonely ! When the morning 

Breaks up in one glad wave. 
How dim its light shall seem, because its shining 

Falleth across thy grave ! [heaven, 

And when the stars are dead along the brow of 

And gathering tempests moan. 
My heart shall echo back their bitter wailing, 

For I shall be alone. 



26 A BROKEN LINK, 

No more my friend. The angel-bands have won 
thee; 

And far from earth's regret, 
In the bright city with its many mansions, 

Thou will at last forget, — 
Forget the heart that in its holiest holy 

Enshrined thee all Life's years ; 
Forget the eyes so wearily uplooking 

Through mists of gathering tears. 

And yet farewell. I will not seek to keep thee, 

But let Life's severed bands 
Draw my oppressed and fainting spirit nearer 

Its house not made with hands ; 
And when beside my lonely hearthstone kneel- 
ing, 

I hush my heart for prayer. 

Nearer shall seem that bright, celestial city, 
Because thou dwellest there. 

Bbrtib Lawrbnxb. 



OH, TO BE THEREl 27 



OH, TO BE THERE! 



o 



H, to be there, 
Where never tears of sorrow 
Shall dim the eye, nor aching pain nor care 
Shall overcloud our morrow ! 
Oh, to be there ! 

O lovely home ! 
Thy fragrant, thornless flowers 
Droop not, nor die, but everlasting bloom 
Crowns all thy golden hours : 

O lovely home ! 

Oh, let me go 1 
Death shall not there dissever 
Our loving hearts. Rivers of pleasure flow . 
At God's right hand forever : 
Oh, let me go ! 

For thou art there. 
Who unto me hast given 
Eternal life, making me pure and fair : 
And this to me is heaven ; 

For thou art there. 

Anonymous. 



28 NOT AS A CHILD. 

NOT AS A CHILD, 

" Not as a child shall we again behold her. 



if 



OH, say not so ! how shall I know my dar- 
ling, 
If changed her form, and veiled with shining 
hair ; 
If, since her flight, has grown my little star- 
ling, 

How shall I know her there ? 
On Memory's page, by viewless fingers painted, 

I see the features of my angel child : 
She passed away ere sin her soul had tainted, 
Passed to the undefiled. 

Oh, say not so ! for I would clasp her, even 
As when before she lay upon my breast ; 
I would dream of her as a bud in heaven, 

Amid the blossoms blest. 
My little one, she was a folded lily, 

Sweeter than any on the azure wave ; 
But night came down, a starless night and 
chilly : 

Alas ! we could not save. 



NOT AS A CHILD, 29 

Yes, " as a child^^ serene and noble poet, 

Oh, heaven were dark, were children wanting 
there 1 
I hope to clasp my bud, as when I wore it, 

A dimpled baby fair. 
Though years have flown, toward my blue-eyed 
daughter 
My heart yearns ofttimes with a mother's love : 
Its never-dying tendrils now enfold her, 
E'en as a child above. 

E^en as a babe^ my little dove-eyed daughter, ; 

Nestle and coo upon my heart again : 
Wait for thy mother by the river water, 

It shall not be in vain. 
Wait "as a child," — how shall I know my 
darling, 
If changed her form, and veiled with shining 
hair t 
If, since her flight, has grown my little star- 
ling, 

How shall I know her there ? 

Fanny Fa lbs. 



30 IF WE KNEW. 



IF WE KNEW. 

IF we knew the woe and heartache 
Waiting for us down the road ; 
If our lips could taste the wormwood. 
If our backs could feel the load, — 
Would we waste the day in wishing 

For a time that ne'er can be ? 
Would we wait in such impatience 
For our ships to come from sea ? 

If w^e knew the baby fingers 

Pressed against the window-pane 
Would be cold and stiff to-morrow, 

Never trouble us again. 
Would the bright eyes of our darling 

Catch the frown upon our brow ? 
Would the print of rosy fingers 

Vex us then as they do now ? 

Ah ! these little ice-cold fingers, 
How they point our memories back 

To the hasty words and actions 
Strewn along our backward track ! 



IF WE KNEW, 31 

How these little hands remind us, 

As in snowy grace they lie, 
Not to scatter thorns, but roses, 

For our reaping by and by ! 

Strange we never prize the music 

Till the sweet-voiced bird has flown ! 
Strange that we should slight the violets 

Till the lovely flowers are gone ! 
Strange that summer skies and sunshine 

Never seem one half so fair 
As when winter's snowy pinions 

Shake their white down in the air I 

Lips from which the seal of silence 

None but God can roll away 
Never blossomed in such beauty 

As adorns the mouth to-day \ 
And sweet words, that freight our memory 

With their beautiful perfume, 
Come to us in sweeter accents 

Through the portals of the tomb. 



32 



NOT KNOWING, 

Let us gather up the sunbeams, 

Lying all around our path ; 
Let us keep the wheat and roses, 

Casting out the thorns and chaff ; 
Let us find our sweetest comfort 

In the blessings of to-day, 
With a patient hand removing 

All the briers from our way. 



Anonymous. 



NOT KNOWING, 



I KNOW not what will befall me ! God 
hangs a mist o'er ray eyes, 
And o'er each step of my onward path he 

makes new scenes to rise ; 
And every joy he sends me comes as a sweet 
and glad surprise. 

I see not a step before me as I tread the days 

of the year ; 
But the past is still in God's keeping, the future 

his mercy shall clear, 
And what looks dark in the distance may 

brighten as I draw near : 



NOT KNOWING. 33 

For perhaps the dreaded future has less bitter 

than I think ; 
The Lord may sweeten the water before I 

stoop to drink ; [side its brink. 

Or, if Marah must be Marah, he will stand be- 
lt may be he has waiting, for the coming of my 

feet. 
Some gift of such rare blessedness, some joy 

so strangely sweet. 
That my life can only tremble with the thanks 

I cannot speak. 

Oh, restful, blissful ignorance ! 'Tis blessed not 

to know ! 
He keeps me quiet in those arms which will 

not let me go, [loves me so. 

And hushes my soul to rest on the bosom which 

So I go on, not knowing! I would not if I 

might ; 
I would rather walk in the dark with God than 

go alone in the light, 
I would rather walk with him by faith than 

walk alone by sight. 

3 






34 LOOKING FORWARD. 

My heart shrinks back from the trials which 

the future may disclose, 
Yet I never had a sorrow but what the dear 

Lord chose ; 
So I send the coming tears back with the 

whispered words, " He knows ^ 

Anonymous. 



LOOKING FORWARD, 

BEYOND the boundaries of the grave send I 
A single fear. 
One only, for myself. Beneath God^s eye 
The eternal mountains rise in sunshine clear, 
And through unwithering woodlands, far and 
near, [high. 

Float hymns of happy souls, like bird-songs 

Somewhere in that large, beautiful unknown. 

My place will be ; [zone, 

And somewhere, clasped within its boundless 
O spirits I have clung to here 1 will ye 
Fulfill your dreams of immortality ? 
My fear is, to be left of you alone. 



LOOKING FORWARD. 35 

I know not what awaits of bliss or bale : 

I only know 
That of God's guardianship no soul can fail ; 
But whether on dark oceans drifted slow, 
Or swift through populous starry streets we go, 
Welcome will be loved voices, calling ^ Hail ! " 

We mortals veil such depths of loneliness 

With outward calm, 
And with the hope of heaven's complete redress 
For earthly losses I Failing of that balm, 
How can we have the heart for chant or psalm, 
Or read our life as more than meaningless ? 

Yet noble work will there go nobly on ; 

For love and thought 
Will find a grander scope when earth is gone. 
Mine, haply, .must in solitude be wrought. 
Or with heaven's foreigners : I may be brought 
Never to those I knew Time's road upon. 

You, best-beloved, may new neighbors find, 

Whose gifts will blend 
With every upward reach of heart and mind ; 
Toiling among them for some glorious end. 
Perhaps you wholly will forget the friend 
You walked with in green pastures left behind. 



36 LOOKING FORWARD. 

Shall we, then, grow more saintly, waxing cold 

And deaf to all 
The tenderness that breathing lips have told ? 
Doth not God speak in every human call ? 
Loss is it, from one trusted heart to fall. 
Though shipwrecked among splendors mani- 
fold? 



Still, in that ample realm, none may intrude 

On the domain 
Of separate, inmost being. If he could, 
We should wish back our mortal shells again, 
For shelter and seclusion ; should complain, 
Might we not sometimes hide, even from the 
good? 

And who the dearest of his friends would bind 

Unto his side 
In any world, without a willing mind ? 
Who needs me not must not with me abide, 
However my need may seem. Since God is 

guide, 
Each pilgrim-soul his lonely way shall find. 
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And in the untravelled wilderness shall bloom 

Life's perfect rose. 
A heart divinely human through the gloom 
Throbs like a guiding footstep, warms and 

glows, ^ . 

Until the dark with day-spring overflows, '^ ">^\, 
And the bowed heart is crowned with blissful 

doom. 

And so I drop at last my single fear ; 

In his sweet will 
Hiding my own heart's dream, however dear, 
All that concerneth me will he fulfil : 
No drop of joy his steady hand can spill ; 
Nor do I wait for heaven, since heaven is here. 

Lucy Larcom. 



LIVING WATERS, 

THERE are some hearts like wells, green- 
mossed and deep 
As ever summer saw ; 
And cool their water is, yea, cool and sweet ; 
But you must come to draw : 
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They hoard not, yet they rest in calm content, 
And not unsought will give ; 

They can be quiet with their wealth unspent. 
So self-contained they live. 

And there are some like springs, that bubbling 
burst 

To follow dusty ways, 
And run with offered cup to quench his thirst 

Where the tired traveller strays ; 
That never ask the meadows if they want 

What is their joy to give : 
Unasked, their lives to other life they grant. 

So self bestowed they live ! 

And One is like the ocean, deep and wide. 

Wherein all waters fall ; 
That girdles the broad earth, and draws the 
tide. 

Feeding and bearing all ; 
That broods the mists, that sends the clouds 
abroad. 

That takes again to give ; 
Even the great and loving heart of God, 

Whereby all love doth live. 

Anonymous. 
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IS THERE LOVE BEYOND THE GRA VE? 

IT is not meet, I know, this backward turning 
Unto the ruins of those sacred years ; 
Nor yet this fond and ceaseless, ceaseless 
yearning 
To mark the glory that my angel wears : 
Yet ever at this twilight hour's returning, 

Amid the throng, or watching thus alone, 
The tired soul which memory haunts is burning 
To greet its idol in the rest unknown. 

I know not that this ever may De so : 

I know not but in heaven my darling's eyes 
Will calmly look in mine, and with no glow 

Of recognition ; but the sweet paradise 
I learned to pray for by the household hearth. 

To hope for when the hopes of life were new, 
Though pure and fair, will not be sweet as 
earth. 

As earth was once, if this mad thought be 
true. 
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And I have heard lips, trembling with emotion, 
Say oft to me, "Our love must yield to 
death ; " 
And have some friends, who, true in their devo- 
tion, 
Would rob me fain of my divinest faith. 
O angels ! circling softly round about me, . 
Lay your white wings upon my heart, and 
say 
If heaven can be heaven to fur without me, 
If still she watches where my footsteps stray. 

There was a time when her glad voice was 
ringing 
Through these deep aisles in which the 
shadows rest ; 
A time when her young feet were lightly spring- 
ing 
O'er the green valleys by the winds caressed : 
Still her bright face, from every faded flower 
And fallen leaf, looks fondly up to mine ; 
And her sweet voice, through every passing 
hour, 
Calls tenderly, as in that far-off time. 
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Angels ! is there no land of fadeless lustre 

Beyond the surging of the river cold ? 
No island where the fragrant blossoms cluster, 

Where she will love me as she loved of old ? 
Angels ! too long IVe wandered, wandered 
blindly ; 

My bark has been too long upon the sea ; 
Set the death seal upon my forehead kindly, 

And let me greet her there, or, dying, cease 

to be. HssTBR A. Benedict. 



WHEN THE BABY DIED, 

WHEN the baby died. 
On every side 
White lilies and blue violets were strewn ; 
Unreasoning the mother's heart made moan, 
" Who counted all these flowers which have 
grown 
Unhindered in their bloom ? 
Was there not room, 
O Earth ! O God 1 couldst thou not care 
For mine a little longer ? Fare 
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Thy way, O Earth ! all life, all death, 
To me ceased with my baby's breath ; 
All heaven I forget or doubt : 

Within, without, 
Is idle chance, more pitiless than law I " 
And that was all the mother saw. 

When the baby died, 

On every side 
Were strangers' voices, hard and harsh and 

loud. 
The baby was not wrapped in any shroud : 
The mother made no sound. Her head was 
bowed 

That men's eyes might not see 

Her misery ; 
Bvit in her bitter heart she said, 
" Ah, me ! 'tis well that he is dead, 
My boy for whom there was no food : 
If there were God, and God were good, 
All human hearts at least might keep 

The right to weep 
Their dead ; there is no God, but cruel law ! " 
And that was all the mother saw. 
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When the baby died, 

On every side 
Sweet angels came in shining, singing bands, 
And bore the little one, with gentle hands, 
Into the sunshine of the spirit-land. 

And Christ, the Shepherd, said, 

" Let them be led 
In gardens nearest to the earth : 
One mother weepeth over birth, 
Another weepeth over death ; 
In vain all heaven answereth ; 
Laugh3 from the little ones may reach 

Their ears, and teach 
Them what, so blind with tears, they never saw 
That, of all life, all death, God's love is law." 

Helen Hunt: 



WHO SHALL SEPARATE, 

''nr^IS thus we press the hand and part, 
JL Thus have we bade farewell again ; 
Yet still commune we, heart with heart. 
Linked by a never-broken chain. 
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Still one in life, and one in death ; 

One in our hope of rest above ; 
One in our joy, our trust, our faith ; . 

One in each other's faithful love. 

Yet must we part, and, parting, weep : 
What else has earth for us in store ? 

These farewell pangs, how sharp and deep ! 
These farewell words, how sad and sore ! 

Yet we shall meet again in peace. 

To sing the song of festal joy : 
Where none shall bid our gladness cease, 

And none our fellowship destroy ; 

Where none shall beckon us away. 

Nor bid our festival be done : 
Our meeting-time the eternal day. 

Our meeting-place the eternal throne I 

There, hand to hand, firm linked at last, 
And heart to heart enfolded all. 

We'll smile upon the troubled past. 
And wonder why we wept at all. 

HORATIUS BONAR 
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IN THE SHADOW. 

WAIT calmly in the shadows, 
Trusting all your cares to Him 
Who watcheth o*er His children 

From dawn to twilight dim. 
For in these deepening shadows 

Your truest work is done : 
Amid dim doubts and longings 
The brightest crowns are won. 

Strive faithfully 'mid shadows, 

Though the prize for which you long 
May soon be grasped by other hands, 

In Life's swift rushing throng : 
All honor be to those who strive. 

And meet well-earned success ! 
Yet saddest failures merit oft 

An honor scarcely less. 

Work earnestly 'mid sorrow, 
In hours of doubt and pain ; 

Far down the misty future 
The sunshine gleams again. 
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With the dim shadows round us, 

Life's path is often dreary ; 
Yet there is One who giveth rest 

And comfort for the weary. 

Endure, for time is fleeting ; 

And the seed must be sown to-day, 
Though you may not reap the harvest, 

For which you wait and pray : 
Still work 'mid doubt and sorrow, 

And when your toil is done. 
You shall see how, in darkest moments. 

The angel crown was won. 

Emily L, Whiting. 

LIFE'S RIVER. 

ON the banks of that sweet river, 
Where Life's aspens o'er it quiver, . . 
And Death's willows 'bove it shiver. 
In the gleam from distant portals far away ; 
On its heaving breast confiding. 
Immortalities are gliding, 
Toward the beacon light that shines in endless 
day. 
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Happy spirits, sweet carolling, 
Saddened souls for aye consoling, 
Heavenly songs of joy condoling, 

Spread the strain abroad, and echo back again ; 
Through the fringing woods resounding, 
From each listening glade rebounding, . 

Whispered by the lisping billows strain on 
strain. 

On this river's wavelets dancing, 

Its beatitudes enhancing. 

With the outward current glancing, 
Glide the barks that waft them toward that 
shining shore : 

While within the awful splendor. 

Smiling faces, beaming tender 
Beckon onward toward the haven evermore. 

Oh ! there's joy within the gleaming ; 

For beyond, with radiance teeming, 

Is the *Sun of Life now beaming. 
Shedding out its liquid rays of light and love. 

O'er the myriad spirits turning. 

Full of wonder, trust, and yearning. 
Toward the shining host awaiting them above. 



48 THE BEAUTIFUL LAND, 

Heavenly lilies from the water, 

Shorn of all their stately hauteur, 
Crown each erring son and daughter. 
As they near the rolling river's shining strand : 

Naught is needed as a witness, 

Of their perfectness and fitness, 
Save their spotless garland woven by His hand. 

S. S. BOGERT. 



THE BEAUTIFUL LAND, 

THERE are brighter skies than these, I 
know, 
Lands where no shadows lie, 
Fields where immortal flowers bloom. 

And founts that are never dry ; 
There are domes where the stars are never dim, 

Where the moon forever gleams. 
And the music-breath of the radiant hills 

Sweeps o'er the crystal streams : 
For often I've caught, in the time of sleep, 
A gorgeous glimpse of this hidden deep, 
Away in the land of dreams. 
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When Night lets down her pall of mist 

On slender cords of air, 
And the purple shadows of dying day 

Are teeming everywhere ; 
While unseen fairies chant a lay 

In the lily's crimson cells, 
And the solemn voice of the harmless winds 

Breaks up the dreary fells, — 
I know, by the cry of my soul within, 
There's a place where they shut the gates of sin, 
And the God of glory dwells. 

The wail of the wind, the river's voice, 

The arch of the western hill ; 
The beauty spread o'er the living earth, 

In slumbrous twilight still ; 
The yearnings of each human heart 

For a holier, better clime, — 
A higher life than this mortal course, 

Bearing the seal divine : 
Ah, sure ! there must be a beautiful land, 
Where the white-robed millions ransomed stand. 
Chanting their songs sublime. 

Anonymous. 
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THE CITY OVER THE RIVER, 

OVER the river there lieth 
A city wondrous fair, 
And never the eye of a mortal 

Hath looked on the glories there ; 
But the whispering angels that gather 
At times round each heart have told 
Strange tales to me of the beauty 
That brightens the City of Gold. 

The gates are of pearl-white jasper, 

The walls are of amethyst 
As bright as the clouds of summer 

By the sunset glory kissed ; 
And the streets of this far-away city 

Are paved with the purest gold, 
And a tithe of its wonderful beauty 

No poet ever told. 

The roses of summer are blooming 
In the streets of that fair town ; 

And never a blighted blossom, 

Or leaves that are dead and brown : 



THE CITY OVER THE RIVER. Si 

But always a life that endeth, 

Oh, never and never more ! 
The flowers and hearts that dwelleth 

Across the other shore. 



The lilies grow by the rivers, 

Stately and fair they blow, 
And lift their balm to the angels^ 

In their censer-cup of snow ; 
And the violets blossom forever 

In the haunts where the wild birds sing ; 
And the fern and the flowers are fragrant 

In the balm of eternal spring. 



But better than bloom of lilies, 

And better than bloom of rose. 
And sweeter than fern or pansy, 

Is the calm and deep repose 
That comes to each heart that enters 

In past the jasper gates, 
To the gates of the fair white city. 

And the new life that awaits. 



52 A YEAR AGO TO-DAY. 

Often in dreams I see it, 

Lying so far away ; 
And I catch a sound of singing, 

And hear the viols play ; 
And my heart goes out in lori^ng 

To the city, wondrous fair : 
For I have loved and lost ones, 

And I know I shall find them there. 

Ebbn £. Rexpord 



"^ YEAR AGO to-day:' 

O VIOLETS, blue-eyed violets ! 
Scented with sweetest breath. 
You seem, as I stoop to pluck you. 
To whisper, " There is no death." 

I gathered you by the handful 

A year ago to-day, 
And sprinkled you in the coffin 

Of the friend they carried away : 

Yet here again I find you, 
As the meadow-path I tread, 

Green leaves and dewy blossoms, 
Low in a grassy bed. 
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JVhence come you every spring-time, 

Leaf and blossom and breath, 
Springing at voice of wild bird 

From out of the damps of death ? 

Oh, speak to me, little flowerets ! 

And say if it's truly so, — 
That seeming to fall by the wayside, 

It's up to heaven we go ? 

Say if the friend I buried, 

A year ago to-day, — 
The friend whose coffin I sprinkled 

All over with flowers of May, — 

Say if like you he's risen 

From out the grave so drear. 
If now in the angels' heaven 
He knoweth nor pain nor tear ? 

But side by side with the dear ones 

Who died in the long ago, 
He kneeleth, and thanketh the Father, 

And saith, It is even so, — 
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We pass away like the blossoms, • 

The blossoms of early May ; 
But the night of death's soon over, 

And then comes eternal day 1 

O violets, blue-eyed violets 1 

I yearn to believe it so, — 
To believe, that as leaf and floweret 

Can spring from under the snow : 

So the dear ones whom death has taken 
Away from our hearts and hands 

Have wakened ere this in heaven. 
And are now an angel-band ! 

O violets, blue-eyed violets I 

I will believe it so, — 
Believe that only the mortal 

Sleepeth beneath the snow ; 

That the precious friend I buried 

Under the last year's sod 
Hath wakened ere this in heaven. 

And liveth now with God ! 

CAROLtim A. SOOLB. 



TOiVARD EVENING. SS 



TOWARD EVENING, 

FATHER, the shadows fall 
Along my way : 
Tis past the noon of day, 
My " westering sun " tells that the eve is near ; 
I know, but feel no fear. 
And loved ones have gone home, — 

A holy band : 
I hear them call me from the spirit-land, 

A gentle call. 
Yes, dear ones, I shall come : 
Oh, not alone ! though now 

I lead the van, 
And with uncovered head 
Pass on where others lead 

When my young life begun : 
I am not left alone. 
Though they are gone. 
Sweet voices of the past. 

And of to-day, — 
The loved, that round my way 
Still twine about my heart, — 
Tell me how good thou art 



S6 MY LAMBS, 

O holy Light and Love ! 

Beam on my soul, 
My inmost soul control : 
Then may each pure thought spring ; 
And peace, with gentle wing, 

Brood like the dove. 

Anonymous. 



MY LAMBS. 

WHEN the twilight shadows gather 
In my home, and round my door. 
And the voices of the daytime 

All are hushed, and mar no more, 
Then I hear the children's voices 

Making music as of yore ; 
See their merry, laughing faces, 

Hear their footsteps on the floor, 
Footsteps hushed forevermore. 

All those little feet are resting 
From the weary march of life. 

Ne'er to bleed in stony pathways, 
Ne'er to war in mortal strife : 



X 
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Little hands, all meekly folded, 
By the tender Shepherd led. 
He will " bear them in his bosom," 
Loved and warmed and gently fed : 
" Suffer them to come," he said. 

And they obeyed : my darling ones 

Have left earth's fading flowers, 
To carol forth their joyous songs 

In heaven's eternal bowers ; 
And I will hope, and trusting wait 

Till I hear the boatman's oar 
Approach, to bear my spirit home 

To them on the shining shore. 
To live and love forever more. 

R. B. Sanders. 



TRUST 



LOOK up, my darling ! The way seems 
dark, 
And storm-clouds are thick in the sky ; 
But the glorious sun is shining beyond, 
And will break through the gloom by and by. 



1 



5 8 TRUST, - 

We trusted in God when the world seemed fair, 
And flowers were bright round our way : 

We rested content with his bountiful gifts, — 
Shall we trust in him less to-day ? 

What precious blessings in by-gone years 

Have fallen upon each head 1 
What blossoms of love, in radiant bloom, 

Their perfume have round us shed I 

Shall we, who have tasted God's wondrous love 

Repine at his holy will ? 
Shall we receive good at our Father's hand, 

And murmur at every ill ? 

Not always the glorious sunlight streams 

Over the fruitful plain : 
The clouds will come, and the rain must fall, 

Else all of our toil were vain : 

So sunlight and shadow, night and day, 
Are mingled through all our years ; 

And the richest plants of our soul spring up 
And blossom 'mid clouds and tears. 
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Then trust in the Lord ! for his ceaseless love 

Will order all things aright ; 
And peace will spring from the bitterest grief, 

As day springeth out from the night.. 

Mrs. K £. Brown. 



THE BABY'S JOURNEY. 

IT was summer where she was going ; 
And a muslin white and thin, 
With dainty hems, was chosen 
For the sweet to journey in : 
Silken lace for her wee white arms 

And her litrie shoulder-bands, 
And immortelles, so pure and sweet. 
For her precious, precious hands ! 

And oh ! the baby's journey, 

What a gladsome time she had ! 
What flowers bloomed bright about her, 

What music that made her glad ! 
What loving hands that led her, 

What tender eyes that smiled. 
What joyous welcomes everywhere, 

'Waited the darling child I 



6o THE BABY'S JOURNEY, 

We know that the baby's journey 

Led first through the valley dim ; 
But the loving Christ was with her, 

And we trusted it all to him : 
And we know that the royal lilies, 

That lean o'er that restless tide 
Forever, are bright with the glory 

That's just on the other side. 

O little precious wanderer I 

We know that your baby feet 
Have passed the mystic boundaries 

Where the earthly and heavenly meet ; 
Forgotten our good-by kisses. 

Forgotten our passionate tears. 
In the beauty and light and glory 

That met you beyond the stars. 

No pain for the brow Death kisses, 
No tears for the bright eyes to weep : 

She hath passed from, our caresses 
To those far more tender and deep. 



LIGHT BEYOND. 6 1 

But be pitiful, God ! if in blindness, 
When the fountains of anguish are stirred, 

We forget for a moment thy kindness, 
And sigh for our paradise bird. 

Leslie Eakle. 



LIGHT BEYOND. 



BEYOND the stars that shine in golden 
glory. 
Beyond the calm, sweet moon. 
Up the bright ladder saints have trod before 
thee. 
Soul ! thou shalt venture soon. 
Secure with Him who sees thy heart-sick yearning. 

Safe in his arms of love. 
Thou shalt exchange the midnight for the morn- 
ing, 
And thy fair home above. 

Oh, it is sweet to watch the world's night wearing, 

The sabbath morn come on 1 
And sweet it were the vineyard labor sharing, — 

Sweeter the labor done. 



62 HERE AND HEREAFTER. 

All finished ! all the conflict and the sorrow, 

Earth's dream of anguish o'er ; 
Deathless there dawns for thee a nightless mor- 
row 

On Eden's blissful shore. 

Patience ; then, patience ! soon the pang of dying 

Shall all forgotten be, 
And thou, through rolling spheres rejoicing, flying 

Beyond the waveless sea, 
Shalt know hereafter where thy Lord doth lead 
thee. 

His darkest dealings trace ; 
And, by those fountains where his love will feed 
thee. 

Behold him face to face ! m. Bonar. 



HERE AND HEREAFTER. 

O CHILD ! amid the city's tumult straymg, 
Adding thy weak voice to thy viol's 
chime, 
Lingering about our doorways, sadly playing 
The airs bom with thee in a sunnier clime 



r 
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Than this of ours, my heart bows with a weight 
Of sorrow and compassion at thy fate. 

Where wert thou born and nurtured ? Did thine 

eyes 
Of lustrous darkness on the purple hills 
Of fair Italia open, where the skies 
Glow with such crimson as her grape distils ? 
Hadst thou a father's love, or mother's care, 
And a dear home-nook in that country fair ? 

The dear Christ pity thee ! The jostling crowd 
Goes on, nor hears thy melancholy strain : 
The tumult in the street is long and loud ; 
And in its mad'ning din thy sad refrain 
Wails on unheeded, and no one but me 
Is left to send one kind thought after thee. 

" No one but me ? " One instant I forgot 
The sleepless Eye that sees all human needs, 
The Ear by day or night which closes not. 
The Hand which even the young raven feeds ; 
And I find comfort in the thought that He 
Who notes each sparrow's fall will care for thee. 



1 
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To the far hills of His eternal rest 

His loving hand shall guide thy weary feet, 

And thy pathetic wail upon His breast 

May rise into an anthem, full and sweet, 

Without one note of care or pain or fear. 

While wondering angels bow their heads to hear ! 

Delia Whitnby. 



LIFE'S JOURNEY, 

WHAT is life ? Tis as a sunbeam, 
But with shadows o'er it cast. 
As the flowerets of the morning 
Fade at night, too sweet to last. 

First behold the smiling infant, 
At the dawning of Life's day, 

Comes to us like whispering angels. 
Innocent and pure as they. 

Now the sun is mounting upward, 
Infancy to childhood passed : 

Oh, the happy hours of childhood 1 
Few the shadows o'er it cast. 
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Still the sun is mounting higher, 
Shining o'er youth's happy day : 

School comes with its joys and trials, 
All too soon to pass away. 

As the sun is mounting higher. 
Shadows mingle with its beam : 

Lover's sighs and maiden's blushes. 
Ended by their happy dreams ; 

For the sun has reached its zenith, 
And in life the race half ni;i. 

In the noonday of Life's joy, 
Stand the lovers now as one. 

But the sun is sloping westward : 
Troubles come, and cares increase, 

Looking back on happy childhood, 
Sighing for its hours of peace. 

Now the sun is sinking, sinking, — 

Gone ! Its tints fade in the west ; 

And old age lays down its burden, 

Dust to dust, — at peace, at rest. 
5 
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But the sun again has risen, 
Though 'tis on the other side : 

They at last have reached their haven, 
Safely they have crossed the tide. 

There the golden day is breaking 

In the city of the blest ; 
There the Saviour waits to welcome 

Home his chosen and his blest. 

Annib C. Pbscival. 

THE ANGEL OF PATIENCE. 

BESIDE the toilsome way 
Lonely and dark, by fruits and 
flowers unblest, 
Which my worn feet tread sadly, day by day, 
Longing in vain for rest, 

An angel softly walks. 
With pale, sweet face, and eyes cast meekiy 

down. 
The while, from withered leaves and flowerless 
stalks. 
She weaves my fitting crown. 
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A sweet and patient grace, 
A look of firm endurance, true and tried, 
Of suffering meekly borne, tests on her face, 

So pure, so glorified. 

And when my fainting heart 
Desponds, and murmurs at its adverse fate, 
Then quietly the angePs bright lips part. 

Whispering softly, " Wait ! " 

" Patience ! " she sweetly saith : 
" The Father's mercies never come too late \ 
Gird thee with patient strength, and trusting 
faith. 

And firm endurance, — wait ! " 

Angel, behold I wait ! 
Wearing the thorny crown through all Life's 

hours, — 
Wait till thy hand shall ope the eternal gate. 

And change the thorns to flowers. 

Florence Percy. 



1 



68 THERE IS NO DEATH. 



THERE IS NO DEA TH. 

THERE is no death ! The stars go down 
To rise upon some fairer shore ; 
And bright in heaven's jewelled crown 
They shine forevermore. 

There is no death I The dust we tread 
Shall change beneath the summer showers 

To golden grain, or mellow fruit, 
Or rainbow-tinted flowers ; 

The granite rocks disorganize 

To feed the hungry moss they bear ; 

The fairest leaves drink daily life 
From out the viewless air. 

There is no death I The leaves may fall, 
The flowers may fade and pass away : 

They only wait through wintry hours 
The coming of the May. 



r 
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There is no death ! An angel form 
Walks o'er the earth with silent tread : 

He bears our best loved things away, 
And then we call them " dead." 

He leaves our hearts all desolate ; 

He plucks our fairest, sweetest flowers : 
Transplanted into bliss, they now 

Adorn immortal bowers. 

The bird-like voice, whose joyous tones 
Made glad this scene of sin and strife, 

Sings now in everlasting song. 
Amid the tree of life. 

And when he sees a smile too bright. 
Or heart too pure for taint and vice, 

He bears it to that world of light, 
To dwell in paradise. 

Born into that undying life. 

They leave us, but to come again : 

With joy we welcome them, the same 
Except in sin and pain. 



70 LONGEST THERE. 

And ever near us, though unseen, 
The dear immortal spirits tread : 

For all the boundless universe 
Is life ; there are no dead. 

Anonymous 

''LONGEST there:' 

AGAIN the shadow has fallen : 
Another who shared our love, 
Another has gone from our home below 
To live in our home above. 
In our home above he has met her, 
And both are divinely fair : 
But she, the youngest, is leader ; 
For she has been longest there. 

Perhaps she knew by the stillness 
That fell on the angel's song, 
That another friend was coming 
To swell the radiant throng : 
And she ran to the gate to meet him, 
As it swung to the wayfarer's prayer, 
And she took his hand and led him ; 
For she had been longest there. 



r 
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And they walked through the amethyst arches, 

Through the beryl and chrysolite \ 

And they drank of the living waters 

That rim the golden street ; 

And along the beautiful river 

She guided him, to where 

The throne in the midst was blazing : 

For she had been longest there. 

He staid not where snows lie softly, 

Not where the grasses grow green ; 

Not where his form sleeps so stilly 

With never a fitful dream : 

But he went above to the pearl-gates 

Where he saw her golden hair, 

And he knew she could guide him within 

them ; 
For she had been longest there. 

She threw the white garments about him, 
She sandalled his tired feet ; 
She taught him the song the angels sing, 
And fed him on angel meat : 
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She took away the burden 
That earthly wanderers wear, 
And put in his hand a joyous palm ; 
For she had been longest there. 

And she is waiting and watching 
For others who loved her here, — 
Who wept to see the youngest go, 
And the oldest follow the bier : 
And though we are old and yearworn 
When we mount the silver stair. 
She will be our teacher forever ; 
For shell have been longest there. 

Anonymous. 



THE OLD CRADLE, 

BRING it to me from the chamber away, 
Banished so long from the sunlight of day ; 
ril brush from it softly the dust of the years, 
Kneel by its side, and baptize it with tears : 
Memories come swift like shells from the wave, 
Rosy and bright from their fathomless cave ; 
Voices long hushed, for whose music I pine, 
Haunt me beside this old cradle of mine. 
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Lost forms of beauty are passing before, 
Greeting my eyes with their coming once more ; 
Rising like blossoms on each grassy tomb, 
Faces are smiling, young, rich in their bloom. 
Gone from the white brows the traces of woe, 
So peaceful have been their soft slumbers 

below, — 
Peaceful as when I have watched them recline 
Here in this old-fashioned cradle of mine. 

Never hath Life from its fountains of pleasure 
Given my soul such a fulness of treasure. 
Such waters of deep and exquisite bliss. 
When trembled its depths with babyhood's kiss 
As when I hushed to their sweet, dreamless 

rest, 
Each tender, un world-touched, innocent breast ; 
Singing the while some quaint little line 
Here by this old-fashioned cradle of mine. 

Empty thou art, bruised, tott'ring, and worn. 
Symbol of age with its roses all shorn : 
"When will the mystical curtain arise. 
Hiding my fold, in the shadowy skies ? 



74 MEMORY'S WALL, 

Hasten, thou angel, oh, haste with thy call ! 
Bind up the sheaf that hath ripened to fall ; 
And lead me where heavenly glories enshrine 
The dear ones that slept in this cradle of mine. 

Etta V. Sladb Ellis. 



MEMORY* S WALL, 

OF all the beautiful pictures 
That hang on Memory's wall. 
Is one of a dim old forest, 

That seemeth best of all : 
Not for its gnarled oaks olden. 

Dark with the mistletoe \ 
Not for the violets golden 

That sprinkle the vale below ; 
Nor for the milk-white lilies 

That lean from the fragrant hedge. 
Coquetting all day with the sunbeams. 

And stealing their golden edge ; 
Not for the vines on the upland. 

Where the bright red berries rest. 
Nor the pinks, nor the pale sweet cowslip, 

It seemeth to me the best. 



MEMORY'S WALL. 75 

I once had a little brother, 

With eyes that were dark and deep : 
In the lap of that olden forest 

He lieth in peace asleep. 
Light as the down of a thistle, 

Free as the winds that blow, 
We roved there the beautiful summers, 

The summers of long ago ; 
But his feet on the hill grew weary, 

And, one of the autumn eves, 
I made for my little brother 

A bed of the yellow leaves. 

Sweetly his pale arms folded 

My neck, in a,meek embrace. 
As the light of immortal beauty 

Silently covered his face. 
And when the arrows of sunset 

Lodged in the tree-tops bright 
He fell, in his saint-like beauty. 

Asleep by the gates of light : 
Therefore, of all the pictures 

That hang on Memory's wall. 
The one of the dim old forest 

Seemeth best of all. Alice Cary 
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STEP BY STEP. 

HEAVEN is not reached by a single bound ; 
But we build the ladder by which we 
rise 
From the lowly earth to the vaulted skies, 
And we mount to its summit, round by round. 

I count these things to be grandly true, 
That a noble deed is a step towards God ; 
Lifting the soul from the common sod 

To a purer air and a broader view. 

We rise by the things that are under our feet, — 
By what we have mastered in greed and 

gain, 
By the pride deposed, and the passion slain, 

And the vanquished ill we hourly meet. 

We hope, we resolve, we aspire, we trust. 
When the morning calls to life and light ; 
But our hearts grow weary, and ere the night 

Our lives are trailing in the sordid dust. 
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Wings for the angels, but feet for the men. 
We must borrow the wings to find the way : 
We may hope and resolve and aspire and pray, 

But our feet must rise, or we fall again. 

Only in dreams is the ladder thrown 

From the weary earth to the sapphire wall ; 
But the dreams depart, and the visions fall, 

And the sleeper wakes on his pillow of stone. 

Heaven is not reached by a single bound ; 
But we build the ladder by which we rise 
From the lowly earth to the vaulted skies. 

And we mount to its summit, round by round. 

J. G. Holland^ 



THE LAND OF LIGHT. 

HERE'S a beautiful land, a land of light, 

Which lies just over the way. 
Where the night of life. 
With its gloom and strife, 
Fades out into golden day. 
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78 THE LAND OF LIGHT, 

There are sunny slopes, and mountains high, 
And rivulets laughing sweet \ 

And voices low 

That we've longed for so, 
And the patter of little feet 

There are loving eyes which we closed at night, 
'Mid sighing and bitter tears ; 
They are beaming bright 
'Neath brows of light, 
Untouched by the frosts of years. 

We've a mother too, in the sunny land. 
Whose blue eyes often peer 

Through the mists and bars • 

Of the gleaming stars. 
To lighten our pathway here. 

I^ook up, then, ye poor and suffering. 
Ye troubled, weary, and sad : 
Let the eye grow bright 
With the old-time sight, 
And the aching heart be glad ; 
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For over the river weVe christened Death, 
Just veiled for a time from light, 

Is a gleaming strand, 

And a summer land, — 
The beautiful land of light. 

Anonymous. 



THE TWO WORLDS, 

IT is perpetual summer there. But here 
Sadly we may remember rivers clear, 
And harebells quivering on the meadow-floor ; 
For brighter bells and bluer, 
For tenderer hearts and truer. 
People that happy land, — the realm of 
Nevermore. 

Upon the frontiers of this shadowy land 
We, pilgrims of eternal sorrow, stand : 

What rpalm lies forward, with its happier store 
Of forests green and deep. 
Of valleys hushed in sleep. 
And lakes most peaceful ? 'Tis the land of 
Evermore. 
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So THE TWO WORLDS. 

Very far off its marble cities seem, 
Very far off — beyond our sensual dream — 
Its woods, unruffled by the wild wind's roar : 
Yet does the turbulent surge 
Howl on its very verge. 
One moment, — and we breathe within the 
Evermore. 

They whom we loved and lost so long ago 
Dwell in those cities, far from mortal woe, — 
Haunt those fresh woodlands, whence sweet 
carols soar ; 
Eternal peace have they ; 
God wipes their tears away ; 
They drink that river of life which flows for 
Evermore. 

Thither we hasten through these regions dim ; 
But lo ! the wide wings of the seraphim 
Shine in the sunset. On that joyous shore 
Our lightened hearts shall know 
The life of long ago : 
The sorrow-burdened past shall fade for 
Evermore. 

Anonymous. 
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COMING HOME, 

O BROTHERS and sisters, growing old, 
Do you all remember yet 
That home in the shade of the rustling trees, 
Where once our household met ? 

Do you know how we used to come from 
school, 

Through the summer's pleasant heat, 
With the yellow fennel's golden dust 

On our tired little feet ? 

And how sometimes, in an idle mood, 

We loitered by the way \ 
And stopped in the woods to gather flowers, 

And in the fields to play ; 

Till warned by the deepening shadow's fall. 

That told of the coming night, 
We climbed to the top of the last long hill. 

And saw our homes in sight ? 

6 
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And brothers and sisters, older now 

Than she whose life is o'er, 
Do you think of the mother's loving face 

That looked from the open door ? 

Alas ! for the changing things of time : 

That home in the dust is low. 
And that loving smile was hid from us 

In the darkness long ago. 

And we have come to Life's last hill, 

From which our weary eyes 
Can almost look on that home that shines 

Eternal in the skies. 

So, brothers and sisters, as we go, 

Still let us move as one. 
Always together keeping step. 

Till the march of Life is done ; 

For that mother who waited for us here, 

Wearing a smile so sweet. 
Now waits on the hills of Paradise 

For her children's coming feet. 

Anonymous. 
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THE LOVED AND LOST. 

a 'TT^HE loved and lost ! " why do we call 
X them lost ? ^ 
Because we miss them from our daily road ? 
God's unseen angel o'er our pathway crost, 
Looked on us all, and, loving them the most, 
Straightway relieved them from Life's weary 
load. 

They are not lost : they are within the door 

That shuts out loss and every hurtful thing, 
With angels bright, and loved ones gone before, 
In their Redeemer's presence evermore, 

And God himself their Lord and Judge and 
King. 

And this we call a loss : oh, selfish sorrow 
Of selfish hearts ! O we of little faith ! 
Let us look round, some argument to borrow 
Why we in patience should await the morrow 
That surely must succeed this night of death. 
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Ay, look upon this dreary desert path, 
The thorns and thistles wheresoever we 
turn; 
What trials and what tears, what wrongs and 

wrath, 
What struggles and what strife, the journey 
hath! 
They have escaped from these ; and lo ! we 
mourn. 

Ask the poor sailor, when the wreck is done. 
Who with his treasures strove the shore to 
reach, 
While with the raging waves he struggled 

on. 
Was it not joy, where every joy seemed gone. 
To see his loved ones landed on the beach ? 

A poor wayfarer, leading by the hand 

A little child, had halted by the well 
To wash from off her feet the clinging sand. 
And tell the tired boy of that bright land. 
Where, this long journey passed, they hoped to 
dwell : 
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When lo ! the Lord, who many mansions had, 

Drew near and looked upon the suffering twain, 
Then pitying spake, " Give me the little lad : 
In strength renewed, and glorious beauty clad, 
I'll bring him with me when I come again." 

Did she make answer, selfishly and 'wrong, 
" Nay, but the woes I feel he, too, must share " ? 
Or rather, bursting into grateful song. 
Went she her way, rejoicing and made strong 
To struggle on, since he was freed from care ? 

We will do likewise : death hath made no breach 
In love and sympathy, in hope and trust ; 

No outward sign or sound our ears can reach ; 

But there's an inward, spiritual speech, 

Which greets us still, though mortal tongues 
be dust. 

And bids us do the work which they laid down, — 
Take up the song where they broke off the 
strain : 
So journeying till we reach the heavenly town. 
Where are laid up our treasures and our crown. 
And our lost loved ones will be found again. 

Anonymous. 
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\ E leads us on, 

By paths we did not know. 
Upward He leads us, though our steps are slow, 
Though oft we faint and falter on the way, 
Though storms and darkness oft obscure the day ; 
Yet when the clouds are gone 
We know He leads us on. 

He leads us on 
Through the unquiet years: 
Fast all our dream-land hopes and doubts and 

fears 
He guides our step.s. Through all the tangled 

maze 
Of sin, of sorrow, and o'er clouded days 
We know His will is done ; 
And still He leads us on. 

And He at last. 
After the weary strife, 
After the restless fever we call life, 
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And the dreariness and aching pain, 
The wayward struggles which have proved in 
vain, 
. After all our toils are past, 
Will give us rest at last. 

Anonymous. 



ARE THE CHILDREN AT HOME? 

EACH day when the glow of sunset 
Fades in the western sky, 
And the wee ones, tired of playing. 

Go tripping lightly by, 
I steal away from my husband. 

Asleep in his easy-chair, 
And watch from the open doorway 
Their faces fresh and fair. 

Alone in the dear old homestead 

That once was full of life. 
Ringing with girlish laughter, 

Echoing with bo)ash strife, 
AVe two are waiting together ; 

And oft, as the shadows come, 
With tremulous voice he calls me, 

" It is night ! are the children home ? " 
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** Yes, love ! " I answer him gently, 

" They're all home long ago \ " 
And sing, in my quivering treble, 

A song so soft and low. 
Till the old man drops to slumber. 

With his head upon his hand. 
And I tell to myself the number 

Home in the better land, — 

Home, where never a sorrow 

Shall dim their eyes with tears ; 
Where the smile of God is on them 

Through all the summer years. 
I know : yet my arms are empty, 

That fondly folded seven, 
And the mother heart within me 

Is almost starved for heaven I 

Sometimes, in the dusk of evening, 

I only shut my eyes. 
And the children are all about me, 

A vision from the skies, — 
The babes whose dimpled fingers 

Lost the way to my breast, 
And the beautiful ones the angels 

Passed to the world of the blessed. 
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With never a cloud upon them, 

I see their radiant brows : 
My boys that I gave to freedom, 

The red sword sealed their vows. 
In a tangled Southern forest, 

Twin brothers, bold and brave, 
They fell ; and the flag they died for, 

Thank God ! floats o'er their grave. 

A breath, and the vision is lifted 

Away on the wings of light. 
And again we two are together, 

All alone in the night : 
They tell me his mind is failing, 

But I smile at idle fears ; 
He is only back with the children. 

In the dear and peaceful years. 

And oft as the summer sunset 

Fades away in the west. 
And the wee ones, tired of playing. 

Go trooping home to rest. 
My husband calls from his corner, 

" Say, love, have the children come ? " 
And I answer, with eyes uplifted, 

" Yes, dear, they are all at home ! " anon. 
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THA T BETTER LAND, 

IN that better land where the day dies not, 
And the flowerets ne'er decay, 
Where the angels pass on their errands bright, 

And the ransomed rejoice alway. 
There the loving heart and the holy soul 
Shall be free to act with but love's control. 

Oh ! the bonds of earth shall be sundered there, 
And the soul shall freedom know. 

And the music tones of each heart sound forth 
With no note of human woe ! 

There the poor of earth with the crowned shall 
stand. 

And no pride be known in that better land. 

There the dwellers are free from the power of sin, 

And no tempter's wiles destroy \ 
There the ransomed dwell in that fold of love. 

And rejoice in each other's joy : 
And the Lamb 'of G<5d leads his happy band 
In the verdant fields of that better land. 
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Oh ! my heart throbs now with exultant thrill, 
As I muse on those joys in store, 

For the soul that trusts in a Saviour's love. 
And will seek to sin no more ; 

And by faith I'll clasp my Father's hand, 

To be led by him toward that better land. 

He may lead me down through the vales of 
grief, 

Or along joy's mountain-side ; 
Yet I'll sing his praise, and I'll do his will. 

And I'll trust in the Crucified, 
Till he bids me, free from all sin, to stand 
On the joyful heights of that better land. 

Phbbb a. Hanapord. 



UNDER THE SHADOW, 

MY sorrowing friend, arise and go 
About thy house with patient care : 
The hand that bows thy head so low 
Will bear the ills thou canst not bear. 
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Arise, and all thy tasks fulfil, 

And as thy day thy strength shall be : 

Were there no power beyond the ill, 
The ill could not have come to thee. 

Though cloud and storm encompass thee, 

Be not afflicted nor afraid : 
Thou knowest the shadow could not be 

AVere there no sun beyond the shade. 

For thy beloved dead and gone, 
Let sweet, not bitter tears be shed : 

Nor " open thy dark saying on 
The harp," as though thy faith were dead 

Couldst thou e'en have them re-appear, 
In bodies plain to mortal sense. 

How were the miracle more clear 

To bring them than to take them hence? 

Then let thy soul cry in thee thus 

No more, nor let thine eyes thus weep : 

Nothing can be withdrawn from us 
I'hat we have any need to keep. 
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Arise, and seek some light to gain 
From Life's dark lesson, day by day : 

Nor just rehearse its peace and pain, — 
A wearied actor at the play. 

Nor grieve that will so much transcends 
Thy feeble powers ; but in content 

Do what thou canst, and leave the ends 
And issues with the Omnipotent. 

Dust as thou art, and born to woe. 
Seeing darkly, and as through a glass, 

He made thee thus to be ; for lo I 

He made the grass, and flower of grass. 

The tempest's cry, the thunder's moan, 
The waste of waters wild and dim. 

The still, small voice thou hearest alone, 
All, all alike interpret him. 

Arise, my friend, and go about 
Thy darkened house with cheerful feet : 

Yield not one jot to fear nor doubt. 
But baffled, broken, still repeat, 
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" Tis mine to work, and not to win ; 

The soul must wait to have her wings ; 
Even time is but a landmark in 

The great eternity of things. 

" Is it so much that thou below, 
O heart ! shouldst fail of thy desire, 

When death, as we believe and know. 
Is but a call to come up higher ? " 

Alice Carv. 



THB UNSEEN CITY. 

NOT far away does that bright city stand ; 
'Tis but the mist o'er its dividing stream 
That wraps the glory of its glittering strand. 
Its radiant skies, and mountains' silvery 
gleam ; 
Oh, often, in the blindness of our fate, 
We wander very near the city's pearly gate ! 

AVe love that unseen city ; and we yearn 
Ever within our earthly homes to see 

Its golden towers that in the sunlight burn. 
Its white walls rising from the quiet sea, 
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Its mansions glittering with immortal show, 
Filled with the treasures lost to us below. 

Yes : dear ones that we loved and lost are 

there. 
Bright in that fair clime beam those sweet 

eyes now ; 
Fanned by its soft breeze floats the shining 

hair, — 
Hair we have smoothed back from the 

gentlest brow ; 
Softest white hands we kissed and clasped in 

ours 
Slipped from our grasp, lured by its glowing 

flowers. 

Fairer it seems, its velvet walks more sweet ; 
Dearer its quiet streets, with gold paved 
o'er. 
Since o'er them lightly fall the little feet. 
The light feet bounding through our homes 
no more ; 
Oh, sweetest, dearest music, sadly missed 1 
Filled is that city with a melody like this. 
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It is not far away : down from its arches roll 

Anthems too sacred for the outward ear, 
Pouring their haunted sweetness on the soul. 
Oh, how our waiting spirits long to hear, 
Whi^e listening to the low, bewildering strain. 
Voices they said we should not hear again 1 

Oh, dear to us that city ! He is there. 

He whom unseen we love : no need of light ; 

His tender eyes illume the crystal air. 
Where his beloved walk in vesture white. 

AVhat though on earth they wandered, poor, 
distressed, 

And saw through tears his glory ? now they rest. 

Oh, that fair city ! shining o'er the tide, 

Thither we journey, through the storm and 
night ; 

But soon shall we adown its still bay glide, 
Soon will the city's gate gleam on our sight : 

There with our own forever shall we be, 

In that fair city rising from the sea. 

Marietta Hawlbv. 
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SOWING SEEDS, 

WE are sowing, daily sowing, 
Countless seeds of good and ill. 
Scattered on the lovely lowland, 

Cast upon the windy hill : 
Seeds that sink in rich brown furrows, 

Soft with heaven's gracious rain ; 
Seeds that rest upon the surface 
Of the dry, unyielding plain. 

Seeds that fall amid the stillness 

Of the lowly mountain glen ; 
Seeds cast out in crowded places. 

Trodden under foot of men : 
Seeds by idle hearts forgotten, 

Flung at random on the air; 
Seeds by faithful souls remembered, 

Sown in tears and love and prayer. 

Seeds that lie unchanged, unquickened, 
Lifeless on the teeming mould ; 

Seeds that live and grow and flourish 
When the sower's hand is cold : 



SOWIWG SEEDS. 

By a whisper sow we blessings ; 

By a breath we scatter strife : 
In our words and looks and actions 

Lie the seeds of death and life. 

Thoii, who knowest all our weakness, 

Leave us not to sow alone : 
Bid thine angels guard the furrows 

Where the precious grain is sown, 
Till the fields are crowned with glory ; 

Filled with yellow ripened ears, 
Filled with fruit of life eternal 

From the seed we sowed in tears. 

"' ;ck the forward thoughts and passions ; 
tay the hasty, heedless hands, 
t the germs of sin and sorrow 
far our fair and pleasant lands, 
her ! help each weak endeavor, 
lake each faithful effort blest, 
thine harvest shall be garnered, 
^nd we enter into rest 
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OVER THE RIVER. 

OVER the river they beckon to me, 
Loved ones whoVe passed to the other 
side : 
The gleam of their snowy robes I see, 

But their voices are lost in the dashing tide. 
There's one with ringlets of sunny gold, 

And eyes the reflection of heaven's own 
blue. 
He crossed in the twilight gray and cold. 
And the pale mist hid him from mortal 
view. 
We saw not the angels who met him there ; 

The gates of the city we could not see : 
Over the river, over the river, 
My brother stands waiting to welcome me. 

Over the river the boatman pale 

Carried another, — the household pet : 

Her bright curls waved in the gentle gale, 
Darling Minnie 1 I see her yet. 
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I shall watch for the gleam of the snowy sail ; 

I shall hear the boat as it gains the strand ; 
I shall pass from sight with the boatman pale 

To the better shore of the spirit land. 
I shall know the loved who have gone before ; 

And joyfully sweet will the meeting be, 
When over the river, the peaceful river, 

The Angel of Death shall carry me. 

Nancy Priest. 

TEMPLES NOT MADE WITH HANDS, 

' 'T^IS not in temples made with hands 

X The great Creator dwells. 
But on the mountain-top he stands, 

And in the lowly dells : 
Wherever fervent prayer is heard 
He stands, recording every word ; 
In dell, on mountain, everywhere, 
He never fails to answer prayer. 

Yes : in the poor man's lowly stall. 

And in the prisoners' cells, 
And in the rich man's lordly halls. 

The great Creator dwells : 
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Where two or three are joined in prayer, 
His audience hall, his house, is there \ 
Wherever prays the child of grace 
Is his peculiar dwelling-place. 

Think you that temples built of stone. 

And blest by priestly hand, 
Are more peculiarly his own, 

More reverence demand ? 
Go to thy closet ; shut the door. 
And all thy mercies ponder o*er : 
Thine all-pervading God is there ; 
He loves to answer secret prayer. 

The temple thy Creator owns. 

That temple is the heart : 
No towering pile of costly stones. 

No work of human art. 
The cloud-capped spire that points on high 
May draw the lightning from the sky ; 
But *tis the humble, modest flower 
That drinks in the refreshing shower. 
And, in return for favors given, 
Breathes its soft fragrance back to heaven. 

Anonymous. 
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WAIT, MY LITTLE ONE! 

WAIT, my little one, wait ! 
When you get to the beautiful land, 
Tarry a little, my darling, 

Ere you join the heavenly band. 
Stand close to the gates of shining pearl ; 

Look out on the narrow way ; 
For I want the first glance of my heaven-bom 
sight 
On my little babe to stray. 



Wait, my little one, wait ! 

When you reach the courts above. 
Look down with the light of thy beautiful 
eyes 

On those that you used to love ; 
Whisper sweet dreams in our earthly ears 

When we lie down to sleep ; 
Paint bright pictures before our eyes 

When we waken to weep. 



I04 DAYBREAK. 

Wait, my little one, wait. 

When you reach the celestial strand I 
For thy mother may be toiling up 

To the heights of the better land ; 
For the years .that fall like molten lead 

On the hearts this side the sea 
Will pass like the light of a beautiful dream, 

My darling, o'er thee. 

Anonymous. 
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WE are waiting for the clouds to break. 
We are watching for the dawn, — 
For the first faint flush of the rosy light. 
For the first soft flood of the sunbeams bright. 
For the sweet, long-tarrying morn. 

There are shadows now on heath and hill, 

And the drifting clouds look gray ; 
And the stars still linger ; and still the gleam 
Of. the moonlight silvers the meadow stream 
As it glides along its way. 
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There will soon be slender lines of gold 

In the dim, dark eastern sky ; 
And above the mountain a crimson streak, 
And a purple tint on each pine-crowned peak, 

That will bid the night-gloom fly. 

Then the moon's fair rays will all grow pale. 

And the star-gleams fade away ; 
And the cold, calm heavens be blue and bright ; 
And the clouds be crested and fringed with 
light,— 

With the tender light of day. 

And the stream will shine among the reeds ; 

And the lilies by the lake 
Will unfold their buds; while the wood-birds 

sing 
Till the copse and forest and valley ring, 

And the mountain echoes wake. 

There is nothing half so fair on earth 

As the first bright blush of dawn, 
"When the shadows die in a flood of light, 
And the clouds and darkness are put to flight 

By the sunbeam hosts of morn. 
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But the glory soon grows faint and dim, 

And the crimson flushes fade ; 
And we turn away from the east, and sigh 
For a perfect dawn that will never die, 

For a day that hath no shade. Anonymous. 



NEARER. 

NEARER? yes, I'm nearer now 
The silent, solemn sea 
Which rolls between my weary heart, 

Jerusalem, and thee ! 
I'm nearer to the boatman now : 
He soon will shout " Away ! " 
Oh ! to my home beyond the sea 
I'm nearer every day. 

Some days are dreary, some bring tears. 

Some undefined regret; 
While on some golden hours, thank God ! 

Hope's radiance lingers yet. 
But whether days be dark or bright, 

The moments swift or slow. 
Time stops not in his steady flight, 

And onward still we go. 
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On the green hillsides of yon shore 

Our loved ones calmly wait, 
And angel forms to welcome us 

Half open heaven's gate. 
Oh rapturous thought ! that rest, sweet rest, 

Will soon to us be given, 
Since every hour the child of God 

Is drawing nearer heaven. 

O Saviour ! as we thus draw near 

The throne, the crystal sea, 
The holy throng, the heavenly choir. 

We're drawing nearer thee^ — 
Nearer the hour when we whose feet 

The olive slope ne'er trod, 
Or shores of far-off Galilee, 

Where walked the Son of God, 

Shall see his face, shall hear his voice. 

Shall touch that pierced hand. 
And on the brow, thorn-crowned for us. 

Shall gaze, and silent stand. 



^ 



Io8 THE SWEET BY AND BY. 

Oh thought to cheer my weary way, 
With welcome radiance come : 

Let me remember that each day 
I'm drawing nearer home. 

Phbbb a. Hanaforo. 



THE SWEET BY AND BY. 

BY and by ! We say it softly, 
Thinking of a tender hope 
Stirring always in our bosoms, 
Where so many longings grope. 

By and by ! Oh ! love shall greet us, 
In a time that is to come ; 

And the fears that now defeat us 
Then shall all be stricken dumb. 

By and by ! The mournful sorrows 
Clouding o'er our sky to-day 

Shall be gone in glad to-morrow, 
Shall be banished quite away. 



THE BEAUTIFUL STREET. 1 09 

By and by ! We say it gently, 
Looking on our silent dead ; 

And we do not think of earth-life, 
But of heaven's sweet life instead. 

By and by I Oh ! say it softly. 
Thinking not of earth and- care, 

But the by and by of heaven, 
Waiting for us over there. 

Anonymous. 



THE BEAUTIFUL STREET 

CAN you see the beautiful street, — 
The wonderful street called Straight ? 
At the end is the jasper gate ; 
The path is marked by the feet 
Of the saints and martyrs who marched 
On to the city of God ; 
O'er briers and thistles they trod. 
Through deserts sandy and parched, 

Till they found the beautiful street, 
With trees of cedar and palm ; 
And their tremulous hearts grew calm 

When they saw the vision sweet. 



I lo Tff^O. 



Pray that we, too, may find the street : 
Oh ! pray we may walk therein ; 
With spirits unclouded by sin, 

May we kneel, and the Master greet ! anon. 



TJVO. 

TWO tender lambs, with untried feet. 
Out in the fields at early morn, 
Trying to climb the mountain steep, 
Where often older feet are torn. 

Two dewdrops, shining 'mong the flowers; 

Two rosebuds on a leafy spray ; 
Two song-birds in the garden bowers. 

Flitting and singing all the day. 

Two blessed angels, clothed in light, 
No more to tread this mortal vale ; 

Two beaming stars, forever bright. 
Before which earthly lights are pale. 

Two blossoms in celestial bowers, 
Fadeless and fragrant evermore ; 

Two song-birds from this world of ours. 
Singing more sweet than e'er before. 



LEFT ALL. 1 1 1 

O quivering hearts ! still looking back 
On vanished earthly forms so dear, 

Without whose presence dark the track, 
And dreary seems each future year. 

The glory of that heavenly state 
So far transcends this lower sphere. 

Sure, saddest hearts can patient wait 
The few short years of parting here ! 

Mary C. Webster. 

— « 

LEFT ALL, 

MASTER, unto thy feet my gifts I bring, 
Alas, how small ! 
I follow thee, though far my wandering 
Ere I left all. 

Thou knowest all the roughness of the road. 

The pain, the fear. 
The desert sands my wayward feet have trod. 

The terrors near. 

The evil hidden deep within my heart. 

The constant strife. 
Ere I was drawn to choose the better part, 

The truer life. 
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If now thine eye, that seeth all, can see 

A single love 
That more than thy sweet love is now to me, 

O Friend above ! 

Help me to tear the idol from its place \ 

For I would fain 
Behold the beauty of my Saviour's face, 

And so remain 

Through all the seasons of this changeful life, 

With lifted eye, 
Unheeding, though through sorrow and through 

strife 

Thou comest nigh. 

I have left all, and so I follow thee : 

Oh ! take my hand, 
And by the way that seemeth best for me 

Lead to the land 

Of light and love, where many mansions are ; 

Streams not a ray 
Out through the vista, from the gates ajar, 

O'er all my way. 

Mrs. M. £. Sangster. 
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THE FADED FLOWERS • 

Affectionately inscribed to Rev. Phebe A. Hanaford. 

THEY are faded, sear, and scentless, 
Crumbling slowly to decay ; 
But to me they breathe a perfume 
Sweeter than the breath of May. 

Their rich fragrance has been wafted 

On the holy sabbath air ; 
While a sweeter incense floated 

From thy lips to God in prayer. 

As they lay upon thy bosom, 
Nestled near thy loving heart, 

And in service to " our Master " 
Silently they bore their part. 

" Alphabet of angels " are they, 
Footprints of that heavenly band 

That will guide us to the portals 
Of the bright and better land. 

* In memory of Sabbath morning, April 35, 1869. 
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" Gates ajar " will then be opened : 
Gazing through no more we'll stand j 

But our willing feet will enter 
Joyfully that unknown land, 

Where the faded flowers shall freshen, 
And our love know no decay ; 

Where immortelles of affection 
Bloom through an eternal day. 

God our Guide, and Christ our Saviour, 
On the heights we'll meet our foes, 

Fearing not the rugged pathway, 
For beyond there lies repose. 

Ellbn E. Miles. 



TEACH US TO WAIT! 

WHY are we so impatient of delay, 
Longing forever for the time to be ? 
For thus we live to-morrow in to-day, — 
Yea, sad to-morrows we may never see. 



TEACH US TO WAIT. 1 15 

We are too hasty, — are not reconciled 
To let kind Nature do her work alone : 

We plant our seed, and, like a foolish child. 
We dig it up to see if it has grown. 

The good that is to be we covet now ; 

We cannot wait for the appointed hour : 
Before the fruit is ripe we shake the bough. 

And seize the bud that folds away the flower. 

When midnight darkness reigns we do not see 
That the sad night is mother of the morn : 

We cannot think our own sharp agony 
May be the birth-pang of a joy unborn. 

Into the dust we see our idols cast, 

And cry that death has triumphed, life is 
void! 
We do not trust the promise that the last 

Of all our enemies shall be destroyed. 

With rest almost in sight the spirit faints. 
And heart and flesh grow weary at the last : 

Our feet would walk the city of the saints 
Even before the silent gate is passed. 



1 1 6 OUR HE A VENL V HOME. 

Teach us to wait until thou shalt appear, 
To know that all thy ways and times are 
just: 

Thou seest that we do believe, and fear ; 
Lord, make us also to believe and trust ! 

Phbbb Cary. 



OW? HEAVENLY HOME, 

WE shall all go home to the better land, 
And rove on its shining shore ; 
And the angels will meet us on the strand. 

And welcome our coming o'er : 
They will wear dear forms, and their smiles 
will be 
Like those that we cherished so, 
That were hidden under the pitiless sea, 
Or 'neath the grass or the snow. 

They will lead us there fo the river that flows 

From the high and holy throne. 
Where brighter the rose of Sharon grows 

Than any that earth has known. 



OUR HEA VENL Y HOME, 
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We shall lave our brows in the shining wave, 

And make them immortal fair, 
And forget the world of grief and gloom 

That wrote the deep lines there. 

We shall meet the loved on that better shore ; 

We shall rove amid the bowers, 
And find the cruel thorns no more 

Rankling 'neath velvet flowers. 
From the pearly gates to the shining dome 

Will music fill the air. 
And angels and saints in that blest home 

Sing ceaseless anthems there. 



We shall see his face, our risen one. 

Who died to make us free. 
And fair and bright in celestial light 

Will the Prince of the kingdom be. 
We shall see his smile and his starry crown, 

And his beauty, wondrous fair ! 
And we shall thank God for the weary way 

Of trial that led us there. 



Il8 SHADOWS AND SUNSHINE, 

Let us strive to be faithful, then, and true, 

And our fathers' faith uphold. 
They have changed their home to glory now, 

And their thorns for crowns of gold : 
They went through the world as pilgrims go, 

And poor in what wealth could buy ; 
But they gave no heed, and scattered seed. 

And the harvest is waving high. 

LfCt us be like them, the good and true, 

And labor while it is day, 
And shower kind deeds and charity's dew 

Over the hearts in our way. 
And then in the gathering even-tide 

An angel will take our hand. 
And lead us home to the light and bloom 

Of the beautiful Better Land, 

Anna M. Bates. 



SHADOWS AND Sl/NSHINE, 

Oof the sunlight, into the shade, 
Move without murmuring, unafraid ! 
He who leads thee thither 
Knows what flowers would wither 



— I 
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Earliest underneath the ray 
Of intensely glorious day. 

Not from ridges hilly 

Riseth Hope's white lily ; 
Glades where runnels wind and turn 
Oftenest shelter Faith's low fern ; 
And Love's moss hath greener tint 
Where the day-beams rarely glint. 
Then, since gentle Christian graces 
Bourgeon best in shadowy places, 
Grieve not if thy course be laid 
Out of the sunlight, into the shade. 



Out of the shadow, into the sun ! 

Changes the call when once growth is won ! 

And no fear lest blossoms wither, 

Nor cloud the angel host's " Come hither." 
Faith and Hope and Love blaze soon 
All unharmed in heaven's broad noon, 

God's own glory blending. 

There his grace unending, 
Streams, in radiance soft as dew. 
On souls that tribulation knew. 



I20 NOT NOW, 

These, in cave and dungeon's night 
Struggled e'er they soared to light ; 
Yet a little space, and thou, 
Shivering in the gloaming now. 
Wilt behold their martyr faces, 
Share their peace in heavenly places, 
And pass forever, with Christ made one, 
Out of the shadow, into the sun I 

Anonymous. 



''NOT now:' 

NOT now, my child : a little more rough 
tossing, 
A little longer on the billows' foam, 
A few more journeyings in the desert darkness. 
And then the sunshine of thy Father's home. 

Not now ; for I have wanderers in the distance. 
And thou must call them in with patient 
love : 
Not now ; for I have sheep upon the mountains, 
And thou must follow them where'er they 
rove. 
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Not now ; for I have loved ones sad and weary : 
Wilt thou not cheer them with a kindly smile ? 

Sick ones who need thee in their lonely sorrow : 
Wilt thou not tend them yet a little while ? 

Not now ; for wounded hearts are sorely bleeding, 
And thou must teach those widowed hearts 
to sing. 
Not now ; for orphans* tears are thickly falling : 
They must be gathered 'neath some shelter- 
ing wing. 

Not now \ for many a hungry heart is pining ; 

Thy willing hand must be outstretched and 
free. 
Thy Father hears the mighty cry of anguish, 

And gives his answering messages to thee. 

Not now; for dungeon-walls look stern and 
gloomy, 
And prisoners' sighs sound strangely on the 
breeze, — 
Man's prisoners, but thy Saviour's noble free- 
men, 
Hast thou no ministry of love for these ? 



122 BEAUTIFUL HANDS, 



Go with the name of Jesus to the dying, . 

And speak that name in all its living power : 
Why should thy fainting heart grow chill and 
weary ? 

Canst thou not watch with me one little hour ? 

One little hour ! and then the glorious crowning, 
The golden harp-strings and the victor's palm ; 

One little hour ; and then the hallelujah ! 
Eternity's long, deep, thanksgiving psalm. 

Anonymous. 



BEAUTIFUL HANDS, 

SUCH beautiful, beautiful hands ! 
They're neither white nor small ; 
And you, I know, would scarcely think 

That they were fair at all : 
I've looked on hands whose form and hue 

A sculptor's dream might be ; 
Yet are these aged, wrinkled hands 
Most beautiful to me. 
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Such beautiful, beautiful hands ! 

Though heart were weary and sad, 
These patient hands kept toiling on, 

That children^might be glad. 
I almost weep, as, looking back 

To childhood's distant day, 
I think how these hands rested not. 

When mine were at their play. 

Such beautiful, beautiful hands ! 

They're growing feeble now ; 
For time and pain have left their work 

On hand and heart and brow. 
Alas, alas ! the nearing time. 

And the sad, sad day to me. 
When 'neath the daisies, out of sight. 

These hands will folded be. 

But oh ! beyond this shadowy land. 

Where all is bright and fair, 
I know full well these dear old hands 

Will palms of victory bear. 
Where crystal streams, through endless years, 

Flow over golden sands. 
And where the old grow young again, 

I'll clasp my mother's hands. Anonymous. 
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FAITH. 

WE walk by faith, and not by sight ; 
Our eyes are sealed. 
We cry, but echo answers out of night ; 
God's patient silence wraps our battle-field ; 
Nor can we pierce, with subtlest human skill, 
The mystery of the triumphing of ill. 

Lo, in our sight the holy cross 

Shines all day long, 
Reminding us that all our pain and loss, 
Our labor, tears, and prayers, our strife with 

wrong. 
Were borne by Him, upon whose side to be, 
Whatever seems, is surely victory. 

And doubtless we may trustfully 

Leave in his care. 
Whose heart is love and boundless sympathy, 
The souls for whom our life is toil and prayer. 
We keep the watch with him ; we stand beside 
The cross whereon for them the Saviour died. 
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Let us be patient. God has sown 

The field we till 
With seeds of light and gladness for his own, — 
An after-crop, to burst in bloom, and fill 
The harvest-field with fragrant beauty when 
The sheaves are gathered in, but not till then. 

Let us rejoice ; for He who sees 

The glorious end 
Of all the toil and care, who mysteries 
That try our faith can wholly comprehend. 
And who, to gain the harvest, bled and died. 
Shall in the reaping-time be satisfied. anom. 



CHILD ANGELS. 



OUR God in heaven, from that holy place. 
To each of us an angel guide has given ; 
But mothers of dead children have more grace. 
For they give angels to their God and heaven. 

How can a mother's heart feel cold or weary, 
Knowing her dearer self, safe, happy, warm ? 

How can she feel her road too dark or dreary 
Who knows her treasure sheltered from the 
storm? 
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How can she sin ? Our hearts may be unheeding, 
Our God forgot, our holy saints defied ; 

But can a mother hear her dead child pleading, 
And thrust those little angel hands aside ? — 

Those little hands stretched down to draw her 
ever 

Nearer to God by mother love. We all 
Are blind and weak ; yet surely she can never, 

With such a stake in heaven, fail or fall. 

She knows, that, when the mighty angels raise 
Chorus in heaven, one little silver tone 

Is hers forever \ that one little praise, 
One little happy voice, is all her own. 

We may not see her sacred crown of honor : 
But all the angels, flitting to and fro, 

Pause smiling as they pass ; they look upon her 
As mother of an angel whom they know. 

One whom they left nestled at Mary's feet, — 
The children's place in heaven, — who softly 
sings 

A little chant to please them, slow and sweet. 
Or smiling strokes their little folded wings ; 
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Or gives them her white lilies or her beads 

To play with ; yet, in spite of flower or song, 
They often lift a wistful look that pleads 
' And asks her why their mother stays so long. 

Then our dear Queen makes answer she will call 
Her very soon ; meanwhile they are beguiled 

To wait and listen while she tells them all 
A story of her Jesus as a child. 

Ah ! saints in heaven may pray with earnest will 
And pity for their weak and erring brothers : 

Yet there is prayer in heaven more tender still, — 
The little children pleading for their mothers. 

Adelaide A. E. Procter. 



BEYOND THE SHADOW. 

Written for the comfort of a friend who had been speaking of one 
"gone before," and saying, " Oh, how I think of her at night, lying 
out in the cold churchyard, when the snow is on the ground ! " 

HAST thou thought of me at night, dear. 
When the snow was on the ground, 
And the cold wind moaning past the house 
With its dreary, wailing sound ; 
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When the rest were gathered gladly 

In the cheerful light at home, 
And smiled and talked of their pleasant life, 

And of happy years to come ? 

While the storm beat on the window. 
And its voice was hoarse and loud. 

Did thy thoughts go away from the smiling 
friends 
To visit the friend in her shroud ; 

To one who lay out in the storm there, 

Though the snow was on the hill, 
And the rain beat wild on the graveyard, 

And her bed was low and chill ? 

She, too, had sat in the firelight, 

And smiled with life and grace ; 
Now she lies still in the churchyard chill, 

With tlie snow about her face. 

While they sang sweet songs to thee, dear. 
Those friends in their cheerful light. 

Has thou thought of the dreary voices 
That murmur across my night ? 



r 
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Then hast thou thought of me at night, dear, 

When the snow was on the hill. 
And the firelight danced upon thy face, 

Though the snow on mine lay chill ? 



I have thought of thee at night, dear, 
Even as thou hast thoOght of me : 

I, — come to the quiet haven ; 
Thou, — out on the wintry sea. 

I have thought of thee at night, dear, 
AVhen the night on earth went down. 

And thou wert out in the cold, dear. 
And I in the Father's home. 

I, — in the quiet city, 

Where the sun shines evermore ; 
Thou, — out in the night with thy fading light, 

And thy face away from the door. 

I have thought of thee at night, dear. 

When the angels stood by me. 
And the House was filled with the victor's song 

And the sound of the crystal sea. 



) BEYOND THE SHADOW. 

For I knew that the songs of sorrow 
Were the nearest unto thee, 

And the sound of the dreary river 
Which flows in the dark to the sea. 

We used to talk of the glory, 
When I, too, stood outside ; 

Now I see the King in his beauty, 
In the far-off land abide. 

But the half of all his glory- 
Had never been told to me, 

Nor the joy of the joyous City 
Which stands by the crystal sea. 

I have spoken to him at night, dear. 
When I sat low down at his feet, 

And the light of his overcoming smile 
Shone on till it seemed too sweet, — 

Too sweet for one so worthless ; 

Yet I felt it set me free, 
And free to think of thee, love, 

For he hath done all for me. 
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AVhen the earth- wind sounded dreary, 

Far away outside the gate, 
I have said, " It bloweth chill on her : 

Will she not be home till late ? " 

The sun was on the city, 

The sun on the golden street ; 
And the light of his smile shone on a while, 

As his answer sounded sweet. 

He spoke in the speech of heaven, 

Which I may not tell to thee. 
Save this, " I have rest and peace for all 

Who seek for rest in me." 

So he thinks of thee at night, dear. 
When the cold wind falls on thee. 

And his voice goes down through storm and sun, 
" There is rest, dear one, with me." 

And he'll think of thee at night, dear, 
When the last night cometh down, 

And the cold dew falleth, gleaming 
In the last gleam of the sun. 



132 REST IN THE LORD. 

When the death-wind from the valley 
Moaneth through the forests dim, 

He will think of thee at night, dear, 
And thou wilt think of Him. 

Anonymous. 



REST IN THE LORD, 

GOD draws a cloud over each gleaming 
morn : 
Would we ask why ? 
It is because the noblest things are born 
In agony. 

Only upon some cross of pain or woe 

God's sun may lie : 
Each soul, redeemed from self and sin, must 
know 

Its Calvary. 

Yet we must crave neither for joy nor grief; 

God chooses best : 
He only knows our sick souPs fit relief, 

And gives us rest. 
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More than our feeble hearts can ever pine 

For holiness, 
That Father, in his tenderness divine, 

Yearneth to bless. 

He never sends a joy not meant in love. 

Still less a pain : 
Our gratitude the sunlight fails to prove ; 

Our faith, the rain. 

In his hands we are safe : we falter on 

Through storm and mire ; 
Above, beside, around us, there is One 

Will never tire. 

What though we fall, and bruised and wounded 
lie. 

Our lips in dust ? 
God's arm shall lift us up to victory : 

In him we trust. 

For neither life, nor death, nor things below, 

Nor things above. 
Shall sever us, that we should ever go 

From this great love. 

Anonymous. 
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PR A y FOR THE ETERNAL CALM, 

CALM me, my God, and keep me calm 
AVhile these hot breezes blow : 
Be like the night dew's cooling balm 
Upon earth's fevered brow. 

Calm me, my God, and keep me calm, 

Soft resting on thy breast : 
Soothe me with holy h3niins divine, 

And bid my spirit rest. 

Calm me, my God, and keep me calm : 

Let thine outstretched wing 
Be like the shade of Elim's palm 

Beside her desert spring. 

Yes : keep me calm, though loud and rude 
The sounds my ear that greet, — 

Calm in the closet's solitude. 
Calm in the wrestling street ; 
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Calm in the hour of buoyant health, 

Calm in my hour of pain ; 
Calm in my poverty or wealth, 

Calm in ray loss or gain ; 

Calm in the -sufferance of wrong, 
Like Him who bore man's shame ; 

Calm 'mid the threatening, scoffing throng 
Who hate Thy holy name ; 

Calm when the great world's news with power 

My listening heart draws near : 
Let not the tidings of the hour 

E'er find too fond an ear. 

Calm as the ray of sun or star. 

Which storms assail in vain. 
Moving unruffled through earth's war 

The eternal calm to gain. 

HORATIUS BONAR. 
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ONLY SLEEPING. 

OUR Lizzie did not die, but fell asleep : 
A white-winged angel floating from the sky 
Shed lulling odors round her little couch, 
And gently pressed the weary eyelids down. 
Until the silken fringes lay like sunlight pencil- 
lings on the fading cheek. 

Then gently breathing o'er the polished brow, 
Oped her bright orbs beyond the pearly gates. 
While round the dimpled mouth the cherub smile 
Gave back the impress of an angeFs seal. 
As from her parted lips the exhaled breath was 
gently borne away to heaven. 

Annb Milbs. 



SUNSET TEACHINGS. 

THE vesper hour a mother whiled 
In sauntering with her little child. 
They stood, and fixed a thoughtful gaze 
Upon the lovely sunset rays. 
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" Mother ! " I heard the child demand, 
" Where is that other better land, 
To which our darling went away. 
And will not come again, you say ? 
Are not the red hues of the west 
The portals of that place of rest ? 
I wish I had birds' wings, to go 
Right through that golden sunset glow. 
The lovely land, it must be, lies 
In that fair region of the skies ! " 

The mother sighed, " Not there, 
My daughter, lies the land so fair." 
" Why, then, dear mother, do you gaze 
So often at the sunset rays ? 
And, when I come to ask you what 
Keeps you so still and long in thought, 
' I.'m thinking of our darling dead, 
Your little brother,' you have said." 
" Because," the mother said, " my dear. 
Like daylight fade all bright things here ; 
And they come back to mind at eve." 
^* Yes, mother ; but why should you grieve ? 
The sunset hour is brighter far 
Than any of the others are ; 
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And where its beams in glory set, 

A brighter land there must be yet." 

The mother sighed and sweetly smiled : 

" There is a brighter land, my child ! 

The life that seems to set may rise, 

By grace divine, to paradise. 

Perhaps God therefore makes for us 

The sunset hour so glorious, 

To show the golden gates of hope. 

By death to life eternal ope. 

Such rest for saints shall Jesus make. 

Till in his likeness they awake. 

And glorious in eternity 

Shall beam the dayspring from on high ! " 

R. F. FULLBR. 



WE SHALL GO TO THEM. 

OH ! precious thought, that joy untold has 
borne 
To countless hearts in sorrow^s weary hours ; 
More cheering than the light of dawning mom. 
More soothing than the balm of fra^ant 
flowers, 



r 



WE SHALL GO TO THEM, 1 39 

When one most dear, who sought our lot to bless, 

Lies heedless of our grief and woe's dismay ; 
The hand that loved to work our happiness 
Is cold and motionless, — a form of clay ; 
When through the speeding weeks and months 
and years 

The sad heart aches, the void that nought 
can fill ; 
And, struggling with our rising griefs and fears. 

We bid our murmuring soul be meekly still ; 
Then, like a star amid the midnight drear, 

AVhen all around is dark obscurity. 
Shines forth the blest assurance bright and clear, 

" I shall go hence to him who comes no 
more to me." 

O mourner ! who with agonized heart 

Hast watched with flickering hope the waning 
breath. 
Hast felt thy hopes with that dear breath depart. 

In that mysterious change which we call death : 
When to thy heart's deep grief and questionings 

No voice responsive answers to thine own. 
No sound reveals to thee those hidden things ; 

If, lost to us, we are to them unknown ; 
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Who, in thine anguish looking unlo heaven, 
Seeks in God*s Word some solace there to 
see. 
Praise him for those sweet words of comfort 
given, 
" I shall go hence to him who comes no more 
to me." 

Believer, who with thankfulness may trust 

That thy beloved ones, passed from earth's 
vexed shore, 
Have put off sorrow and their robe of dust, 

And with the blessed rest forevermore, 
Prove that the love of Gk)d within .thy soul 

Above thy creature love holds proper sway, 
And let thy duty thy desires control, 

In meek obedience through Life's fleeting day ; 
With patience bear the cross thy Lord doth send, 

Remembering what he hath borne for thee. 
And through his grace, when earthly trials end, 

Thou mayst go hence to them who come no 
more to thee. 

Anonymous. 
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SMILES, 

OH ! subtle, precious things, whose grace 
Ineffable on human face 
Flits almost ere it comes, and seals, 
By what it hides, all it reveals 1 
We wait, but never one returns : 
Each one in birth to ashes burns ; 
Arid sorrow reaps with bitter thrust ; 
And sorrow builds of waste and dust ; 
Till day by day, and night by night, 
Each face's smile has lost some light ; 
And barriers on lip and cheek 
Grow firmer as the smiles grow weak, 
Until at last the aged smile 
As brown fields kindle dimly, while 
The struggling winter sunlight breaks 
At moments through the clouds, and makes 
The remnant of the winter day 
Look only colder and more gray. 

But there are other smiles we see. 

When dreams our souls from sense set free. 



142 SOMETHING BEYOND. 

They change not in the change of years ; 

They fade not in the tide of tears ; — 

Though in the dawn the dream has fled, — 

And cold and silent lies the bed ; 

Yet conquering silence, conquering sight. 

Each smile smiles on in changeless light. 

No ray can alter or escape ; 

Day does not mar their glowing shape. 

These are the only smiles which live : 

All others but their shadows give. 

These are the smiles which stand and wait 

To meet us in God's city gate. 

Hblen Hunt. 



SOMETHING BEYOND. 

SOMETHING beyond ! Though now, with 
joy unfound. 
The life-task falleth from thy weary hand, 
Be brave, be patient ! In the far Beyond 
Thou'lt understand. 

Thou'lt understand why our most royal hours 
Couch sorrowful slaves, bound by low na- 
ture's greed ; 
Why the celestial soul's a minion made 
To narrowest need. 
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In this pent sphere of being incomplete, 
The imperfect fragment of a beauteous 
whole, 
For yon rare regions, where the perfect meet, 
Sighs the lone soul. 

Sighs for the perfect ! Far and fair it lies ; 
It hath no half-fed friendships perishing so 
fleet. 
No partial insight, no averted eyes. 
No loves unmeet. 

Somethmg beyond! Light for our clouded 
eyes ! 
In this dark dwelling, in its shrouded beams, 
Our Best waits masked ; few pierce the soul's 
disguise : 

How sad it seems I 

Something beyond ! Ah ! if it were not so. 
Darker would be thy face, O brief to-day ! 
Earthward we'd bow beneath Life's smiting woe, 
Powerless to pray. 
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Something beyond! The immortal morning 
stands 
Above the night ; clear shines her prescient 
brow; 
The pendulous star in her transfigured hands 
Brightens the Now. 

Mary Clbmmbr Ambs. 



DRAWING NEAR, 

NEARER ! yes ! AVe feel it not 
'Mid the rushing of the strife, 
As we mourned our changeful lot, 

Toiled beneath our shadowed life, 
By each step our worn feet trod 
We were drawing nearer God. 

When the day was all withdrawn, 

And we walked in tenfold night ; 
When we panted for the dawn 
Of the ever-blessed Light : 

In those hours of darkness dim, 
We are drawing near to him. 
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When beneath the sudden stroke 

All our joys of life went down ; 
When our best beloved broke 

Earthly bonds to take their crown, 
By the upward path they trod, 
Nearer drew we to our God. 

In those days of bitter woe. 

When we saw their smile no more ; 
When our hearts were bleeding slow. 
Stricken, stricken, oh, how sore ! 
While we lay beneath the rod. 
We were nearer to our God. 

When upon our lifted eye 

Gleamed a vision of our home ; 
When we saw the glory high, 
Flooding all that spotless dome ! 
In that hour of raptured sight 
Pressed we nearer our delight. 

Through the long and vanished years. 

Doubting, struggling, and depressed. 
Shrouded with their mist of tears. 
We were passing to our rest ; 

Tempest-tossed and current-driven, 
«o Ever drawing nearer heaven. amon. 
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A SONG OF TRUST. 

UST as God leads me I would go : 

I would not ask to choose my way; 
Content with what he will bestow, 
Assured he will not let me stray. 
So as he leads, my path I make. 
And step by step I gladly take, 
A child in him confiding. 



Just as God leads I am content : 
I rest me calmly in his hands ; 
That which he has decreed and sent, 
That which his will for me commands, 
I would that he should all fulfil. 
That I should do his gracious will 
In living or in dying. 



Just as God leads ; I all resign ; 

I trust me to my Father's will ; 
When reason's rays deceptive shine 

His counsel would I yet fulfil, — 
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That which his love ordained as right, 
Before he brought me to the light, 
My all to him resigning. 

Just as God leads me : I abide 

In faith, in hope, in suffering true ; 
His strength is ever by my side. 
Can aught my hold on him undo ? 
I hold me firm in patience, knowing 
That God my life is still bestowing, 
The best in kindness sending. 

Just as God leads : I onward go, 

Oft amid thorns and briers keen. 
God does not yet his guidance show ; 
But in the end it shall be seen 
How, by a loving Father's will. 
Faithful and true, he leads me still. 

Anonymous. 
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OUR DEAD NOT LOST 

WHY do we mourn ? They are not lost 
Beyond the river they have crossed 
Lie worlds sublime ; 
And on that bright, celestial shore 
Our darlings wait the coming o'er 
Of those who have not passed the tide, 
But linger on the other side 
A little time. 

Lost ? No ! but saved forevermore, 
With loved ones who have gone before, 

And angels bright. 
Weary and sick, the burden great, 
Their eager spirits could not wait. 
They saw before Life's weary path 
What strife and tears the journey hath, 

Then came a light, — 

A heavenly light ! They saw it gleam 
Across Death's dull and turbid stream. 
And sang for joy. 
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The river dark we saw them brave, 
And disappear beneath the wave. 
We know they reached the other shore, 
Where hurtful things shall nevermore 
Their peace destroy. 

Why do we weep ? Oh ! never there 
Shall sorrow come, or tears, or care. 

Or Death's fell shade. 
Before the Father's shining throne. 
Confessed by Christ to be his own. 
They sing with them in spotless white. 
And crowns they wear, whose golden light 

Shall never fade. 

Our selfish sorrow take away, 
O God ! until the heavenly day 

Succeeds the night. 
On earth their forms no more we see, 
Yet lingering near us they may be : 
But this should tears and grief remove ; 
Death makes no breach in hope and love, 

Though it doth smite. 
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What though no sound our ears can reach, 
There is a spiritual speech 

Comes from that shore. 
It bids us hope and toil in faith, 
And to the doubting soul it saith ; 
" Soon shall ye reach the heavenly plain, 
And see your loved and lost again. 

But lost no more." anonymous. 



SHALL WE KNOW THE LOVED ONES 

THERE f 

AND shall we know the loved ones there, 
In yon bright world of love and bliss, 
When on the wings of ambient air 
Our spirits soar away from this ? 
Or must we feel the ceaseless pain 

Of absence in that glorious sphere, 
And search through heaven's bright hosts in vain 
The sainted forms we've cherished here ? 

Will not their hearts demand us there, — 
Those hearts whose fondest throbs were given 

To us on earth, whose every prayer 
Petitioned for our ties in heaven ? 
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Whose love outlived the stormy past, 
And closer twined around us here, 

And deeper grew until the last, — 
Say, will they not demand us there ? 

Will they not wander lonely o'er 

Those fields of light and life above. 
If spirits they have loved of yore 

Respond not to the call of love ? 
And though the glory of the skies. 

And seraph's glittering crowns they wear. 
Though heaven's full radiance greet their eyes, — 

Still, will they not demand us there ? 

It must be so ; for heaven is home. 

Where severed spirits re-unite ; 
And from the basement to its dome 

Are altars sacred to the rite ; 
And Joy doth strike her golden strings. 

And holier seems that home of bliss, 
As some reft heart from earth upsprings 

To meet in that the loved of this. 

Anonymous. 
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NO MORE SEA. 
I. 

AS when the friends we dearly love 
Go sailing over sea, 
For all the joy to which they go, 
Our hearts will saddened be ; 

So when upon that sea which rolls 
All earth and heaven between, 

Those whom we love upon the deck 
Of death's great ship are seen, 

For all the joy to which they go, 
Though heaven be e'er so sweet, 

And e'er so good and wonderful 
The folk they go to meet ; 

As with intensest gaze we watch, 
And see them fade from sight, 

God help us, but our human hearts 
Are any thing but light ! 
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II. 

As, when the friends we dearly love 

Have gone beyond the sea, 
The far-off lands in which they bide 

More real get to be ; 

So when our loved ones once have crossed 

Death's lone and silent sea, 
And in a country new and strange 

Found immortality. 

The heavenly land in which they bide, 

Which erst did ever seem 
An unsubstantial pageant vast, 

A dreamer's idle dream. 

Becomes as solid to my soul 

As is the earth I tread. 
What time I walk with reverent feet 

The city of the dead. 

Not Europe seems so real to me, 

The Alps not so eterne, 
As that dear land for which at times 

My heart doth inly burn. 
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And not so sure am I that whom 

The Atlantic's waves divide 
Will meet again some happy day 

And linger side by side, 

As that the day shall surely come 

When I, with all I love, 
Shall meet again, and clasp and kiss 

In that dear land above. 

John W. Chadwick. 



NEARER HOME. 

ONE sweetly solemn thought 
Comes to me o'er and o'er, 
I'm nearer my home to-day 
Than I ever have been before. 

Nearer my Father's house, 
Where the many mansions be ; 

Nearer the great white throne. 
Nearer the crystal sea ; 



^ I 
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Nearer the bound of life, 

Where we lay our burdens down ; 
Nearer leaving the cross, 

Nearer gaining the crown. 

But the waves of that silent sea 

Roll dark before my sight. 
That brightly the other side 

Break on a shore of light. 

Oh ! if my mortal feet 

Have almost gained the brink, 
If it be I am nearer home 

Even to-day than I think. 

Father, perfect my trust, 

Let my spirit feel in death 
That her feet are firmly set 

On the Rock of a living faith. 

Phbbb Gary. 
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OUR ANGELS, 

OH ! not with any sound they come, or sign, 
Which fleshly ear or eye can recognize ; 
No curiosity can compass or surprise 
The secret of that intercourse divine 
Which God permits, ordains, across the line, — 
The changeless line which bars 
Our earth from other stars. 

But they do come and go continually, 

Our blessed angels, — no less ours than his ; 
The blessed angels whom we think we miss, 
Whose empty graves we weep to name or see. 
And vainly watch, as once, in Galilee, 
One, weeping, watched in vain. 
Where her lost Christ had lain. 

Whenever in some bitter grief we find, 
All unawares, a deep, mysterious sense 
Of hidden comfort come, we know not whence ; 
When suddenly we see, where we were blind \ 
Where we had struggled, are content, resigned ; 
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Are strong where we were weak, 
And no more strive, nor seek, — 

Then we may know that from the far, glad skies, 
To note our need, the watchful God has bent, 
And for our instant help has called and sent. 
Of all our loving angels, the most wise 
And tender one, to point to us where lies 
The path that will be best, — 
The path of peace and rest. 

And when we find on every sky and field 
A sudden new and mystic light, which fills 
Our every sense with speechless joy, and thrills 
Us, till we yield ourselves as children yield 
Themselves, and watch the spells magicians 
wield, 
With tireless, sweet surprise 
And rapture in their eyes, — 

Then we may kno^ our little ones have run 
Away for just one moment from their play 
In heavenly gardens, and in their old way 
Are walking by our side, and, one by one, 
At all sweet things beneath the earthly sun 
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Are pointing joyfully, 
And calling us to see I 

Ah ! when we learn the spirit sound and sign, 
And instantly our angels recognize, 
No weariness can tire, no pain surprise, 
Our souls rapt in the intercourse divine, 
Which God, perhaps, ordains across the line, — 
The changeless line which bars 
Our earth from other stars. 

Helen Hunt. 



RESIGN A TION. 



THERE is no flock, however watched and 
tended, 
But one dead lamb is there ! 
There is no fireside, howsoe'er defended, 
But has one vacant chair. 

The air is full of farewells to the dying, 

And mournings for the dead ; 
The heart of Rachel, for her children crying. 

Will not be comforted. 
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L.et US be patient. These severe afflictions 

Not from the ground arise, 
But oftentimes celestial benedictions 

Assume this dark disguise. 

We see but dimly through the mists and vapors ; 

Amid these earthly damps, 
What seem to us but sad, funereal tapers 

May be heaven's distant lamps. 

There is no Death I What seems so is transi- 
tion. 

This life of mortal breath 
Is but a suburb of the life elysian, 

Whose portal we call death. 

She is not dead, the child of our affection, 

But^gone unto that school 
Where she no longer needs our poor protection, 

And Christ himself doth rule. 

In that great cloister's stillness and seclusion 

By guardian angels led. 
Safe from temptation, safe from sin's pollution, 

She lives whom we call dead. 

Longfellow, 
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THE ALPINE SHEPHERD. 

WHEN on my ear your loss was knelled, 
And tender sympathy upburst, 
A little rill from memory welled, 
Which once had quenched my bitter thirst ; 

And I was fain to bear to you 

A portion of its mild relief. 
That it might be as cooling dew 

To steal the fever from your grief. 

After our child's untroubled breath 

Up to the Father took its way, 
And on our home the shade of death 

Like a long twilight haunting lay, 

And friends came round with us to weep 

The little spirit's swift remove, 
The story of the Alpine sheep 

Was told to us by one we love. 



\ 
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They, in the valley's sheltering care, 
Soon crop the meadow's tender prime ; 

And when the sod grows brown and bare, 
The shepherd strives to make them climb 

To any shelves of pasture green 
That hang along the mountain side, 

Where grass and flowers together lean. 
And down through mists the sunbeams glide. 

But nought can lure the timid thing 
The steep and rugged path to try, 

Though sweet the shepherd call and sing. 
And seared below the pastures lie ; 

Till in his arms their lambs he takes. 

Along the dizzy verge to go. 
When, heedless of the rifts and breaks, 

They follow on o'er rock and snow. 

And in those pastures lifted fair. 
More dewy soft than lowland mead. 

The shepherd drops his tender care. 
And sheep and Iambs together feed. 



zz 



1 62 WHO TOOK THE BABY, 

This parable, by Nature breathed, - 
Blew on me as the south wind free, 

O'er frozen brooks that flow unsheathed 
From icy thraldom to the sea. 

A blissful vision through the night 
Would all my happy senses sway. 

Of the Good Shepherd on the height, 
Or climbing up the starry way. 

Holding our little lamb asleep ; 

And like the burden of the sea 
Sounded that voice along the deep. 

Saying, ** Arise and follow me ! " 



Anonymous. 



WHO TOOK THE BABY. 

^^ T T THAT will the baby do without you, 
VV mother.? 

You used to watch and tend her all the day ; 
You never gave her up to any other 

Until God came and took her life away ; 
You held her in your arms until she died. 
Who took the baby on the other side ? 



WHO TOOK THE BABY. 163 

" Who was there when she woke, to bend above 

her, 
Watching her waking as you used to do ? 
To hold her in. their arms, to soothe and love 

her? 
Will she not mourn, mamma, and look for 

you ? 
Here, if you did not come, she grieved and 

cried. 
Who took the baby on the other side ? " 

"More tender eyes, dear child, beheld that 
waking 
Than ever mother bent on her or thee : 
And though my heart with loneliness is break- 

My angel babe will never weep for me ; 
For her those blessed arms were opened wide. 
The Saviour took her on the other side." 

Anonymous. 
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AN ANGEL GUEST. 

J '^ I ^WAS mom in the glorious summer-time, 

JL The mountain-tops were red : 
Each flower its drooping eyelids oped 

And raised its dewy head. 
The breeze swept back its veil of mist 

From the singing streams of blue, 
And then went playing in and out, 

The vine-wreathed casement through. 

'Twas on a glorious summer morn 

A guest to us was given, 
So wondrous fair, she almost seemed 

A fugitive from heaven. 
She came with eyes of holiest light. 

With brow serene and fair, 
While from her tiny infant face 

There beamed a look of prayer. 

That sweet wee face, with wordless plea, 

Besought our warmest love ; 
And on our breast she nestled down 

As would a frightened dove. 
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Our hearts swung wide to let her in : 
We welcomed our fair guest, 

And wondered at the love and joy 
With which our home was blest. 



The months flew by on tireless wing ; 

And she, the human flower, 
Unfolded 'neath the sun of love 

More brightly every hour. 
She learned the music of the birds, 

She danced with streamlets blue ; 
And where she bore her smiling face 

She carried sunlight too. 



We marvelled at the holy soul 

That caught no stain of sin 
From all the dusty ways of life 

'Twas hers to travel in. 
We marvelled at the sacred lore 

With which her speech o'erflowed, 
And listened till our hearts were fired 

And till our spirits glowed. 
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Alas for us ! the beauteous child 

Grew to our hearts apace : 
The sun would cease to shine, we thought, 

Whene'er we missed her face. 
And yet each kiss upon her brow 

Was mingled with our tears, 
And every joy her being gave 

Was clouded by our fears. 



For pale and paler grew her cheek, 

And fainter was her tread. 
Till scarce the flower on which she trod 

Bowed down its little head. 
And from her glorious eyes there beamed 

A fire unearthly bright ; 
While unseen fingers round her brow 

Were turning heavenly light. 



One eve when earth was calm at rest. 

Begemmed with flowers and " silver dew," 

When moonlight slept upon her breast. 
And bathed it with its mellow hue. 






AN ANGEL GUEST. 167 

With hymn and prayer upon our lips 
We laid her on her couch to sleep, 

While we, who watched her breathing low. 
Turned, now and then, aside to weep. 

The smile that flickered round her face 

Grew brighter as she lay and dreamed, 
When, clearer than the full-orbed moon. 

Shimmered a light that round her streamed. 
Then did we catch the snowy plume 

And rustle of an angePs wing ; 
And, floating ever high and higher, 

The song that seraphs only sing ! 

Alas ! we know not ; for our eyes 

Were dim with tears we vainly shed. 
We sank in anguish mutely down ; 

With songs of joy to heaven she fled. 
Yet with our grief a joy was blent ; 

In sorrow still we call us blest ; 
For now we know our hearts and homes 

Have entertained an Angel Guest. 

Mary A. Livbrmors. 
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BY AND BY, 

HOW sweet to think we need not stay for- 
ever in this vale of tears, 

Not always tread the thorny way that we have 
sadly trod for years, — 

A parched way through a weary land, only be- 
dewed with sweat and tears ; 

Not always, armed for combat, stand with 
sword and shield and mailed vest, 

And brow by heavy helmet pressed, beset by 
griefs and doubts and fears, — 

A bold and powerful band ; not always by de- 
lusive hope 

In blind, bewildering paths be led, then left in 
darkness deep to grope 

For idols fallen, forbid, or dead 1 

*Tis sweet to think that by and by our thorny 

way shall reach the light ; 
That we shall lay our armor by e'en more than 

conquerors in the fight ; 
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That every grief and doubt shall fly, and won- 
derful delight 

Her dazzling robes shall round us throw, — her 
pure robes clean and white. 

What though a dark and sullen stream, 
shrouded in darkness, rolls between 
That glorious then and now ? 

Oh ! I have stood upon its brink, and seen 
some 'neath its waters sink 
With glory-lighted brow. 

And then 'tis not an idle dream, of heavenly 
light there flowed a stream 

Across its rushing tide, revealing forms exceed- 
ing fair. 

Who did our precious ones upbear, with joyful 
song and tender care, 
To the bright, better side. 

Mary C. Fairman. 



NOT LOST 

THE look of sympathy, the gentle word 
Spoken so low that only angels heard, 
The secret act of pure self-sacrifice. 
Unseen by men, but marked by angels' eyes, — 
These are not lost. 
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The sacred music of a tender strain 
Wrung from a poet's heart by grief and pain, 
And chanted timidly, with doubt and fear, 
To busy crowds who scarcely pause to hear, 
It is not lost. 

The silent tears that fall at dead of night 
Over soiled robes which once were pure and 

white; 
The prayers that rise like incense from the soul 
Longing for Christ to make it clean and whole, — 
These are not lost 

The happy dreams that gladdened all our youth. 
When dreams had less of self and more of 

truth ; 
The childlike faith, so tranquil and so sweet. 
Which sat like Mary at the Master's feet, — 
These are not lost. 

The kindly plans devised for others' good, 
So seldom guessed, so little understood ; 
The quiet, steadfast love that strove to win 
Some wanderer from the woful ways of sin, — 
These are not lost. 
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Not lost, O Lord ! for in thy city bright 
Our eyes shall see the past by clearer light ; 
And things long hidden from our gaze below 
Thou wilt reveal, and we shall surely know 
They were not lost 

Sarah Doudnby. 



LOST TREASURES, 

LET us be patient ! God has taken from us 
The earthly treasures upon which we 
leaned, 
That from the fleeting things which lie around 
us 
Our clinging hearts should be forever weaned. 

They have passed from us, all our broad pos- 
sessions, — 
Ships, whose white sails flung wide past dis- 
tant shores ; 
Lands, whose rich harvests smiled in the glad 
sunshine ; 
Silver and gold, and all our hoarded stores. 
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And, dearer far, the pleasant home, where 
gathered 
Our loved and loving round the blazing 
hearth ; 
Where honored age on the soft cushions rested, 
And childhood played about in frolic mirth ; 

Where, underneath the softened light, bent 
kindly 
The mother's tender glance on daughters 
fair, 
And he on whom all leant with fond confiding 
Rested contented from his daily care, — 

All shipwrecked in one common desolation ! 

The garden walks by other feet are trod ; 
The clinging vines by other fingers tutored 

To fling their shadows o'er the grassy sod. 

While carking care and deep humiliation 

In tears are mingled with their daily bread ; 
And the rude blasts we never thought could 
reach us 
Have spent their worst on each defenceless 
head. 



LOST TREASURES. 173 

Let us be cheerful ! The same sky overarches ; 

Soft rain falls on .the evil and the good j 
On narrow walls, and through our humbler 
dwelling, 

God's glorious sunshine pours as rich a flood. 

Faith, hope, and love still in our hearts abiding 
May bear their precious fruits in us the same ; 

And to the couch of suffering we may carry 
If but the cup of water in his name. 

Let us be thankful if in this affliction 
No grave is opened for the loving heart ; 

And while we bend beneath our Father's chiding, 
We yet can mourn, " each family apart." 

Shoulder to shoulder let us breast the torrent, 
With not one cold reproach or angry look : 

There are some seasons, when the heart is 
smitten. 
It can no whisper of unkindness brook. 

Our life is not in all these brief possessions ; 

Our home is not in any pleasant spot ; 
Pilgrims and strangers we must journey onward. 

Contented with the portion of our lot. 
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These earthly walls must shortly be dismantled, 
These earthly tents be struck by angel hands, 

But to be built up on a sure foundation, 

There where our Father's mansion ever stands. 

There shall we meet, parent and child, and, 
dearer. 
That earthly love which makes half heaven 
of home ; 
There shall we find our treasures all awaiting, 
AVhere change and death and parting never 
come. 

* Anonymous. 



MORITURI SALUTANT. 

NOT, heavenly Father, that we ask or hope 
An idle heaven beyond the sea of 
death, 
Do we, about to die, salute thee thus 
With our retreating breath. 

For we have found the dearest joy of earth 
In work for thee and for our fellow-men ; 
Dying, we would not lay the burden down ; 
As now, so be it then. 
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Not that we claim reward for duty done, 

Though ne'er so bravely, in this mortal strife, 
Do we demand of thee, O God, our God ! 
A never-ending life. 

For it has been reward enough for us 

To do the duty for its own sweet sake. 
We have our dues ; but not the less our cry 
For life to come we make. 

Over a few things we have faithful been ; 
Now over many do thou give us rule : 
For work, more work ; for lessons learned, to be 
Forever in thy school. 

Not that we want a better world than this ; 

Rather that this is so divinely good ; 
And what is best in it doth ever taste 
As 'twere immortal food. 

Not that we hope to reach some happy shore. 
Where storms shall never dim the summer 
sky. 
Where i^truggle, sorrow, pain, shall be no more, 
Seems it less hard to die. 
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We know too well the good. of sorrow here ; 
What after-freshness lurks in every storm ; 
What strength and beauty, pain and struggle 
bring 
' In their forbidding form. 

Thus, O our Father ! we, about to die, 

Salute thee, not in selfishness or fear ; 
And dare believe that there is more beyond 
Than we have dreamed of here. 

John W. Chadwicic. 



THE FUTURE, 

WHAT may we take into the vast forever? 
That marble door 
Admits no fruit of all our long endeavor. 
No fame-wreathed crown we wore, 
No garnered lore. 

What can we bear beyond the unknown portal ? 

No gold, no gains 
Of all our toiling ; in the life immortal 

No hoarded wealth remains, 

No gilds, nor stains. 
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Naked from out that far abyss behind us 

We entered here ; 
No word came with our coming, to remind us 

What wondrous world was near, — 

No hope, no fear. 

Into the silent, starless night before us, 

Naked we glide ; 
No hand has mapped the constellation o'er us, 

No comrade at our side, 

No chart, no guide. 

Yet ever toward that midnight dark and hollow 

Our footsteps fare : 
The beckoning of a Father's hand to follow ; 

His love alone is there, — 

No curse, no care. 

Anonymous. 

RIPE WHEAT, 

WE bent to-day o'er a coffined form. 
And our tears fell softly down ; 
We looked our last on the aged face, 
With its look of peace, its patient grace. 
And hair like a silver crown. 
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178 RIPE WHEAT, 

We touched our own to the clay-cold hands, 

From Life's long labor at rest ; 
And among the blossoms, white and sweet. 
We noted a bunch of golden wheat, 

Clasped close to the silent breast. 

The blossoms whispered of fadeless bloom, 

Of a land where fall no tears. 
The ripe wheat told of toil and care, 
The patient waiting, the trusting prayer, 

The garnered good of the years. ^ 

We knew not what work her hands had found. 

What rugged places her feet ; 
What cross was hers, what blackness of night : 
We saw but the peace, the blossoms white, 

And the bunch of ripened wheat. 

As each goes up from the fields of earth, 

Bearing the treasures of life, 
God looks for some gathered grain of good 
From the ripe harvest that shining stood, 

But waiting the reaper's knife. 



SATISFIED, 179 

Then labor well, that in death you go 

Not only with blossoms sweet, — 
Not bent with doubt, and burdened with fears, 
And dead, dry husks of the wasted years, — 

But laden with golden wheat. 

Anonymous. 



SA TISFIED, 

I SHALL be satisfied, O God ! 
No more vain longings after this world's 
good, 
Which is not good when found, 
But e'en as apples from the Dead Sea land, 
Proving dull ashes in the grasper's hand. 



I shall be satisfied ; and love — 

That love which reigneth in the courts above, — 

Shall hold my heart at rest ; 
At rest, at peace, for aye, O God 1 with thee 
To spend the glad hours of eternity. 



l8o SATISFIED. 

I shall be satisfied ; no more 

O'er earth's fast-fleeting joys to pour 

Wild, unavailing tears. 
From Death's chill breath, fi-om sorrow and 

decay, 
Holding my treasures there secure for aye. 

I shall be satisfied, dear Lord : 

No more dark doubting of thy glorious Word, 

No more vain searchings made 
For clearer light, by eyes too dim to see 
The radiance down-reaching unto us from thee. 

I shall be satisfied at last, 

The long, dark night of doubt and danger past, 

When on my waiting soul 
The light of heayen's eternal morn shall 

break, 
And I, dear Christ, in tfiv blest likeness wake ! 

Anonymous. 



BOUNDLESS MERCY, i8i 



BOUNDLESS MERCY. 

I THINK heaven will not shut forevermore, 
Without a knocker left upon the door, 
Lest some belated wanderer should come, 
Heart-broken, asking just to die at home ; 
So that the Father will at last forgive, 
And, looking on his face, that soul shall live. 
I think there will be a talisman through the 

night, 
Lest any, far off, turn them to the light ; 
That he who loved us unto life must be 
A Father infinitely fatherly. Anonymous. 



CON SO LA TION 

ARE they not near us, though afar they 
seem. 
Whom we call dead, and mourn and miss so 
much? 
And though we cannot catch their white robes' 
gleam, 
Nor feel the hallowed rapture of their touch, 
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l82 CHILDHOOD LAND, 

Are they not with us, mourning when we weep, 
Glad with our gladness, guarding when we sleep ? 

Oh ! what were life without such fond belief, 
Since from our side the trusted and the good 

Fall as a blasted flower, a withered leaf. 
And leave our hearts and homes in solitude. 

And the strong staff is broken, and the night 

Has fallen on eyes that made our earthly light ? 

If they still live, they fold us round about 
With unseen arms ; and theirs the strength, 
not ours, 
That buoys us o'er the waves of dread and 
doubt. 
Into the calmer realm of sunlit hours. 
Thus are they messengers of God, to ope 
The golden gate to the broad fields of hope. 

Anonymous. 



CHILDHOOD LAND, 

THERE is a beautiful, far-off land, 
Lying in sunlit seas ; 
But never a ship to that magic strand 
Was wafted by fitful breeze ; 






CHILDHOOD LAND. 
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For where her radiant shores unfold, 
Night stretches her purple bars, 

And fastens it in with her gates of gold. 
And guards it with sentry stars. 

Over the fathomless summer skies 

Snowy clouds come and go ; 
Through every valley that dreaming lies 

Musical rivers flow. 
Mountain and forest and glen and glade, 

By the soft south wind fanned, 
Birds and blossoms that never fade. 

Brighten this fairy-land. 



Every vanished, forgotten day 

Scatters its sunshine there ; 
Buds unfolding, that, passed away, 

Are living more fresh and fair ; 
Loving deeds that the hands have done. 

Sheaves of Life's ripened grain ; 
Work unfinished that souls begun, 

Made perfect, there live again. 



1 



1 84 BEHOLD, THOU ART THERE. 

Men have sought it for many years ; 

Yet ne'er to their yearning eyes 
The glow of the mystic sky appears 

Where the land of the beautiful lies \ 
Yet all have wandered its bright vales through 

In the quiet of peaceful hours : 
Each heart the calm of its joy once knew, 

And the sweet of its deathless flowers. 

But, hour by hour, from the hidden shore 

Our feet have journeying gone \ 
And days that have faded can know no more 

The light of its tender dawn. 
Yet we may find in the great Somewhere 

Its stretches of pearl-white strand, — 
The bloom and beauty, that, dwelling there, 

Make heaven the Childhood Land. 

Anonymous. 



BEHOLD, THOU ART THERE, 

IN the midst of the mighty city, 
And the trampling of many feet, 
In the midst of the looks of strangers 
Crowding the busy street, 



BEHOLD THOU ART THERE, 1 85 

There comes the sound of a whisper 
To the listening gladdened ear ; 

And thy children are not lonely, 
For they know that Thou art near. 

In the midst of the silent forest, 

Unstirred by a passing breeze. 
Where the autumn has stripped the branches 

Of the cold and barren trees, 
Thou comest with noiseless footstep ; 

And those who have cried to Thee 
,Can feel thy presence beside them, 

Though they have not eyes to see. 

In the mirthful halls of pleasure, 

\Vhere the happy love to throng. 
Thou comest with smile benignant, 

And listenest to the song. 
In the darkened home of weeping, 

Where the heart is sick and sad. 
Thou comest with words of comfort. 

Making the weary glad. 



1 



1 86 THE SPIRITUAL LIFE, 

Thou comest on wings of morning 

Over the land and sea, 
On the mountains and in the valleys, 

Wherever thy children be. 
Thou com'st with the night's dark shadows, 

And stay'st through the noon of day ; 
And, wherever thy pilgrims travel, 

Thou dost preserve their way. 

We give to thee thanks, O Father ! 

That we never can be alone ; 
That our lives are so well love-guarded, 

And that thou dost attend thine own. 
Stay with us. Lord, forever, 

In brighter or darker days, 
Till we meet in the many mansions, 

Singing thine endless praise. 

Anonymous. 



THE SPIRITUAL LIFE, 

TAKE thy staff, O pilgrim ! 
Haste thee on thy way : 
Let the morrow find thee 
Farther than to-day. 



A LITTLE WHILE. 187 

If thou seek the city 

Of the Golden Street, 
Pause not on thy pathway : 

Rest not, weary feet. 

In the heavenly journey 

Press with zeal along : 
Resting will but weary, 

Running make thee strong. 

Anonymous. 



A LITTLE WHILE. 

OH for a peace which floweth as a river, 
Making Life's desert places bloom and 
smile ! 
Oh for the faith to grasp heaven's bright For- 
ever, 
Amid the shadows of this little while ! 

A little while for patient vigil-keeping, 
To face the stern, to wrestle with the strong ; 

A little while to sow the seed with weeping, 
Then bind the sheaves, and sing the harvest 
song. 



l88 A LITTLE WHILE. 

A little while, midst shadow and illusion, 
To strive, by faith, love's mysteries to spell ; 

Then read each dark enigma's bright solution ; 
Then hail sight's verdict, " He doth all things 
well ! " 

A little while the earthen pitcher taking 
To wayside brooks from far-off fountains fed ; 

Then the cool lip its thirst forever shaking 
Beside the fulness of the Fountain-head. 

A little while to keep the oil from failing, 
A little while Faith!s flickering lamp to trim ; 

And then, the Bridegroom's coming footsteps 
hailing. 
To haste to meet him with the bridal hymn. 

And he who is himself the Gift and Giver, 
The future glory and the present smile. 

With the bright promise of the glad Forever 
Will light the shadows of the little while. 

Anonymous. 



THE ETERNAL GOODNESS, 189 



THE ETERNAL GOODNESS, 

O FRIENDS ! with whom my feet have trod 
The quiet aisles of prayer, 
Glad witness to your zeal for God 
And love of man I bear. 

I trace your lines of argument, 

Your logic linked and strong : 
I weigh as one who dreads dissent, 

And fears a doubt as wrong. 

But still my human hands are weak 

To hold your iron creeds : 
Against the words ye hear me speak, 

My heart within me pleads. 

Who fathoms the Eternal Thought ? " 

Who talks of scheme and plan ? 
The Lord is God ! He needeth not 

The poor device of man. 



190 THE ETERNAL GOODNESS, 

I walk with bare, hushed feet the ground 
Ye tread with boldness shod : 

I dare not fix with mete and bound 
The love and power of God. 

Ye praise his justice : even such 

His pitying love I deem. 
Ye seek a king : I fain would touch 

The robe that hath no seam. 

Ye see the curse which over-broods 

A world of pain and loss : 
I hear our Lord's beatitudes, 

And prayer upon the cross. 

More than your school-men teach, within 

Myself, alas ! I know : 
Too dark ye cannot paint the sin, 

Too small the merit show. 

I bow my forehead to the dust, 
I veil mine eyes for shame. 

And urge, in trembling self-distrust, 
A prayer without a claim. 



THE ETERNAL GOODNESS, 19 1 

I see the wrong that round me lies, 

I feel the guilt within, 
I hear with groan and travail-cries 

The world confess its sin ; 

Yet in the maddening maze of things, 
And tossed by storm and flood, 

To one fixed stake my spirit clings, — 
I know that God is good. 

Not mine to look when cherubim 

And seraphs may not see ; 
But nothing can be good in him. 

Which evil is in me. 

The wrong that pains my soul below 

I dare not throne above : 
I know not of his hate ; I know 

His goodness and his love. 

I dimly guess, from blessings known, 

Of greater out of sight, 
And with the chastened Psalmist own 

His judgments, too, are right. 



192 THE ETERNAL GOODNESS. 

I long for household voices gone ; 

For vanished smiles I long ; 
But God hath led my dear ones on, 

And he can do no wrong. 

I know not what the future hath 
Of marvel or surprise ; 

Assured^ alone that life and death 
His mercy underlies. 

And if my heart and flesh are weak 
To bear an untried pain, 

The bruised reed he will not break, 
But strengthen and sustain. 

No offering of my own I have, 
Nor works my faith to prove : 

I can but give the gifts he gave, 
And plead his love, for love. 

And so beside the silent sea 
I wait the muffled oar : 

No harm from him can come to me 
On ocean or on shore. 



THE OTHER WORLD, 193 

I know not where his islands lift 

Their fronded palms in air : 
I only know I cannot drift 

Beyond his love and care. 

O brothers ! if my faith is vain, 

If hopes like these betray, 
Pray for me, that my feet may gain 

The sure and safer way. 

And thou, O Lord ! by whom are seen 

Thy creatures as they be, 
Forgive me, if too close I lean 

My human heart on thee. 

J. G. Whittier. 



THE OTHER WORLD. 

IT lies around us like a cloud. 
The world we do not see ; 
Yet the sweet closing of an eye 
May bring us there to be. 

Its gentle breezes fan our cheek 

Amid ouf worldly cares : 
Its gentle voices whisper love, 
»3 And mingle with our prayers. 



194 THE OTHER WORLD. 

Sweet hearts around us throb and beat, 
Sweet helping hands are stirred, 

And palpitates the veil between, 
With breathings almost heard. 

The silence, awful, sweet, and calm. 
They have no power to break ; 

For mortal words are not for them 
To utter or partake. 

So thin, so soft, so sweet, they glide. 
So near to press they seem, 

They lull us gently to our rest, 
They melt into our dream. 

And, in the hush of rest they bring, 

^Tis easy now to see 
How lovely and how sweet a pass 

The hour of death may be, — 

To close the eye and close the ear. 
Wrapped in a trance of bliss, 

And, gently drawn in loving arms. 
To swoon to that from this, 
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MINISTRY OF THE DEPARTED, 195 

Scarce knowing if we wake or sleep, 

Scarce asking where we are, 
To feel all evil sink away. 

All sorrow and all care. 

Sweet souls around us, watch us still, 

Press nearer to our side : 
Into our thoughts, into our prayers, 

With gentle helpings glide. 

Let death between us be as nought, — 
A dried and vanished stream \ 

Your joy be the reality. 

Our suffering life the dream. 

Harriet Beechbr Stowb 



THE MINISTRY OF THE DEPARTED, 

WHO shall say how close the mortal 
Borders on the vast Unseen ? 
Who shall say it is but seeming, 
But a vain and idle dreaming, 
That we catch sometimes a gleaming 
From beyond the mystic portal. 
From behind Death's shadowy screen ? 



196 MINISTRY OF THE DEPARTED, 

Dwellers in that land of beauty, 
Once they trod the shores of Time : 
Wept they then in tribulation, 
Wrestled they with strong temptation, 
Patient through their brief probation, 
Wrought the high commands of duty, 
Earned their destiny sublime. 

Passed with them a cheering lustre 
From our daily paths away ; 
Yet unto our spirit vision 
Come they on a holy mission, 
Come they from the fields elysian, 
Where the flowers unfading cluster, 
Where the living waters play. 

O'er the hills of life returning, 
Messages of love they bear : 
On their light wings downward bringing 
Echoes of the angels' singing, 
While our spirits, glad upspringing. 
Hush their wild and wayward yearning, 
Still their vague and voiceless prayer. 



r 



MINISTRY OF THE DEPARTED, 197 

Fiercely break the clouds of sorrow, 
Life, upon thy midnight sea. 
Lo ! the beacon Hope is paling. 
And our feeble faith is failing, 
And our souls in fear are quailing 
From the dread uncertain morrow, — 
Morrow we may never see. 



Unseen ones, in whispers cheering, 
Bid us struggle on and wait. 
Still to them our spirits turning. 
With a deep, unuttered yearning, 
Seeking much and nought discerning. 
Dimly through the Future peering, — 
Open they the mystic gate ! 



Here, say they, we rest from labor ; 
Toil and conflict, all are past ; 
Here no darkness cometh ever, 
For the Lamb is light forever. 
Faint not in the strife, nor waver : 
Spirit, thou shalt rest at last ! 



193 ABIDE IN ME, 

Land of glory, land of wonder, 
Shining in immortal bloom ! 
Press we on with firm endeavor, 
Hoping always, doubting never. 
Nought from us that vision sever. 
Till we, jo)rful, journey yonder. 
Through the portals of the tomb ! 

Anonymous. 



ABIDE IN ME, 



THAT mystic word of thine, O Sovereign 
Lord 1 
Is all too pure, too high, too deep for me. 
Weary of striving, and with longing faint, 
I breathe it back again in prayer to thee. 



Abide in me ; o'ershadow by thy love 

Each half-formed purpose and dark thought 
of sin : 

Quench, ere it rise, each selfish, low desire, 
And keep my soul as thine, calm and divine. 



a -iM U PiiB ! ■ 



ABIDE IN ME, 1 99 

As some rare perfume in a vase of clay 
Pervades it with a fragrance not its own, 

So, when thou dwellest in a mortal soul, 

All heaven's own sweetness seems around it 
thrown. 

The soul alone, like a neglected harp. 

Grows out of tune, and needs that Hand 
divine : 

Dwell thou within it, tune and touch the chords, 
Till every note and string shall answer thine, 

Abide in me : there have been moments pure 
When I have seen thy face and felt thy 
power : 

Then evil lost its grasp, and passion, hushed, 
Owned the divine enchantment of the hour. 

These were but seasons beautiful and rare ; 

Abide in me, and they shall ever be. 
I pray thee now fulfil my earnest prayer, 

Come and abide in me, and I in thee. 

Harriet Bbbchbr Stowb. 



200 BEST. 



BEST, 

MOTHER, I see you with your nursery 
light, 
Leading your babies, all in white, 

To their sweet rest ; 
Christ, the (Jood Shepherd, carries mine to-night, 
And that is best ! 



I cannot help tears when I see them twine 
Their fingers in yours, and their bright curls 
shine 

On your warm breast ; 
But the Saviour's is purer than yours or mine : 

He can love best I 



You tremble each hour because your arms 
Are weak : your heart is wrung with alarms, 

And sore oppressed ; 
My darlings are safe, out of reach of harms ; 

And that is best. 






BEST. 20I 

You know over yours may hang even now 
Pain and disease, whose fulfilling slow 

Nought can arrest : 
Mine in God^s gardens run to and fro, 

And that is best. 

You know that of yours the feeblest one 
And dearest may live long years alone, 

Unloved, unblest : 
Mine are cherished of saints around God's 
throne, 

And that is best. 

You must dread for yours the crime that sears, 
Dark guilt unwashed by repentant tears. 

And unconfessed : 
Mine entered spotless on eternal years : 

Oh, how much the best ! 

But grief is selfish, and I cannot see 
Always why I should so stricken be. 

More than the rest ; 
But I know that, as well as for them, for me 

God did the best ! 

HsLBN Hunt. 



202 FARTHER ON. 



FARTHER ON. 

NOW the ills of earth surround us : 
Oft the storm-clouds hide the sun ; 
But, though dark the night around us, 
Day is breaking farther on : 

Farther onward 
All the mists and clouds are gone. 

Here the thorns with flowers are growing, 
Rough and weary is our path, 

Gentle waters seldom flowing 
In the desert ways of earth ; 

Farther onward 
Sweet, immortal springs have birth. 

Blossoms* in our pathway springing 

Fade, alas ! too soon away : 
Warblers, love's sweet chorus singing, 

Seek their rest ere close of day : 
Farther onward 

Flowers shall never know decay. 



FARTHER ON. 203 

Farther on the voice whose sweetness 

Cheered us ere it silent grew, 
Tuned to more than seraph meetness, 

Sings those songs the angels know : 
Farther onward 

We shall join the chorus too. 

As we to our rest draw nearer, 

We shall pass through shady bowers, 

And our feet, 'neath skies grown clearer, 
Press the fragrance from the flowers, 

Farther onward 
Strewing smoother paths than ours. 

We will leave our Leader never ; 

But we'll calmly onward press. 
Till we dwell with him forever. 

Mid supernal blessedness, — 
Farther onward. 

With the saints his name to bless. 

Yet till we, on high appearing, 

With the sin-freed hosts abide, 
Welcome is each promise cheering, 



204 LIFE'S LOT. 

Telling us how deep and wide, 

Farther onward, 
Flows Salvation's blissful tide. 

Phbbb a. Hanaford* 

LIFE'S LOT. 

I KNOW not if the dark or bright 
Shall be my lot, — 
If that wherein my hopes delight 
Be best, or not. 

It may be mine to drag for years 

Toil's heavy chain j 
Or day and night my meat be tears. 

On bed of pain. 

Dear faces may surround my hearth 

With smiles and glee. 
Or I may dwell alone, and mirth 

Be strange to me. 

My bark is wafted to the strand 

By breath divine ; 
And on the helm there rests a hand 

Other than mine. 



HEAVEN. 2C5 

One who is known in storms to sail 

I have on board : 
Above the raging of the gale 

I hear my Lord. 

He holds me when the billows smite : 

I shall not fall. 
If sharp, 'tis short ; if long, 'tis light : 

He tempers all. 

Safe to the land, — safe to the land, 

The end is this ; 
And then with him go hand in hand 

Far into bliss. 

Dean of Canterbury. 



HE A VEN, 



BEYOND those chilling winds and gloomy 
skies. 
Beyond Death's cloudy portal. 
There is a land where beauty never dies, 
And love becomes immortal. 



2o6 HE A VEN. 

A land whose light is never dimmed by shade, 

Whose fields are ever vernal ; 
Where nothing beautiful can ever fade, 

But blooms for aye, eternal. 

We may not know how sweet its balmy air. 

How bright and fair its flowers ; 
We may not hear the songs that echo there 

Through those enchanted bowers. 

The city's shining towers we may not see 

With our dim earthly vision ; 
For Death, the silent warder, keeps the key 

That opes those gates elysian : 

But sometimes, when adown the western sky 

The fiery sunlight lingers. 
Its golden gate swings inward noiselessly, 

Unlocked by unseen fingers ; 

And, while they stand a moment half ajar, 

Gleams from the inner glory 
Stream brightly through the azure vault afar, 

And half reveal the story. 



-^ - I 
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THE ETERNAL DAY. 207 

O land unknown ! O land of love divine ! 

Father All-wise 1 Eternal ! 
Guide thou those wandering, way-worn feet of 
mine 

Into those pastures vernal. 

Anonymous. 
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THE ETERNAL DAY, 

DAYS come and go 
In joy or woe : 
Days go and come 
In endless sum. 
Only the eternal day 
Shall come, but never go ; 
Only the eternal tide 
Shall never ebb, but flow. 
O long eternity. 
My soul goes forth to thee 1 

Suns set and rise 
In these dull skies : 
Suns rise and set. 
Till men forget 



2o8 NO SICKNESS THERE. 

The day is at the door 
When they shall rise no more. 
O everlasting sun, 
Whose race is never run, 
Be thou my endless light, 
Then shall I fear no night I 



BOMAR. 



NO SICKNESS THERE. 

NO sickness there, 
No weary wasting of the frame away, 
No fearful shrinking from the midnight air. 
No dread of summer^s bright and fervid ray ! 

No hidden grief. 
No wild and cheerless vision of despair, 
No vain petition for a swift relief, 
No tearful eyes, no broken hearts, are there. 

Care has no home 
Within the realm of ceaseless prayer and song : 
Its billows break away, and melt in foam. 
Far from the mansions of the spirit throng. 



NO SICKNESS THERE. 209 

The storm's black wing 
Is never spread athwart celestial skies : 
Its wailings blend not with the voice of spring, 
As some too tender floweret fades and dies. 

No night distils 
Its chilling dews upon the tender frame : 
No moon is needed there, — the light which fills 
That land of glory from its Maker came. 

No parted friends 
O'er mournful recollections have to weep ; 
No bed of death enduring love attends 
To watch the coming of a pulseless sleep. 

No blasted flower 
Or withered bud celestial gardens know ; 
No scorching blast or fierce descending shower 
Scatters destruction like a ruthless foe. 

No battle word 
Startles the sacred host with fear and dread : 
The song of peace creation's morning heard 
Is sung wherever angel nlinstrels tread. 

14 
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2IO PUT OUT THE LIGHTS. 

Let US depart, 
If home like this await the weary soul. 
Look up, thou stricken one ! Thy wounded 

heart 
Shall bleed no more at sorrow's stern control. 

With Faith our guide. 
White-robed and innocent, to lead the way. 
Why fear to plunge in Jordan's rolling tide, 
And find the ocean of eternal day ? 

Anonymous. 



PUT OUT THE LIGHTS. 

PUT out the lights : 
He will not need them more. 
Your work is done : his feet have gained 
The fairer, purer shore. 

Put out the lights : 
For him the morning gleams. 
The sweetest waking he has known 
To-day upon him beams. 



THE SURE REFUGE. 211 

Put out the lights : 
Sleep on, and take your rest. 
He is the patient watcher now, 
And we the souls distressed. 

Put out the lights : 
He walks the heavenly way ; 
And less than ever yet before 
He needs our tears to-day. 

Put out the lights : 
The shadows all are past, 
And everlasting glory breaks 
Upon our friend at last. 

Jambs R. Murray. 



THE SURE REFUGE, 

OH ! I know the Hand that is guiding me 
Through the shadow to the light, 
And I know that all betiding me 
Is meted out aright ; 



212 THE SURE REFUGE. 

I know that the thorny path I tread 

Is ruled with a golden line ; 
And I know that the darker Life's tangled thread, 

The brighter the rich design. 

When faints and fails each wilderness hope. 

And the lamp of life burns dim, 
Oh ! I know where to find the honey-drop 

On the bitter chalice brim \ 
For I see, though veiled from my mortal sight, 

God's plan is all complete, 
Though the darkness at present be not light. 

And the bitter be not sweet. 

I can wait till the day-spring shall overflow 

The night of pain and care \ 
For I know there's a blessing for every woe, 

A promise for every prayer. 
Yes, I feel that the Hand which is holding me 

Will ever hold me fast, 
And the strength of the Arms that are folding 
me 

Will keep me to the last 

Crewx>son. 
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A CHILD OF EARTH, 

I WANDERED long beside the alien waters, 
For summer suns were warm, and winds 
were dead : 
Fields fair as hope were stretching on before me, 
Forbidden paths were pleasant to my tread. 

From boughs that hung between me and the 
heavens 

I gathered summer fruitage red and gold ; 
For me the idle singers sang of pleasure ; 

My days went by like stories that are told. 

On my rose-tree grew roses for my plucking. 
As red' as love, or pale as tender pain. 

I found no thorns to vex me in my garlands : 
Each day was good, and nothing bloomed in 
vain. 

How could I listen to the low voice calling, 
" Come hither, leave thy music and thy 
mirth " ? 

How could I stop to hear of far-off heaven ? 
I lived, and loved, and was a child of earth. 



214 A CHILD OF- EARTH, 

Then came a hand, and took away my treasure, 
Dimmed my fine gold, and cut my rose-tree 
down. 
Changed my dance music into mournful meas- 
ures, 
Quenched the bright day, and turned my 
green fields brown ; 

Till, walking lonely through the empty places. 
Where love- and I no more kept holiday. 

My sad eyes, growing wonted to the darkness, 
Beheld a new light shining far away. 

And I could bear my hopes should lie around me 
Dead like my flowers, fallen before their time ; 

For well I knew some tender spring would 
raise them 
To brighter blossoms in that far off clime. 

Where shines the light of an unending morning, 
Where fair things bloom, but never any die ; 

And the glad rose of a celestial dawning 
Flushes the heavenly heights eternally. 

Louise Chandlbr Moulton. 
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LOOKING OUT OF HE A VEN, 

TWO little hands patting on the windows, 
A little face so fresh and fair, 
Two brown eyes, merry and winsome, — 

She is looking out for me, little Golden Hair. 

Cherry mouth, and cheeks a dimpling, — 

All without a line of care : 
Merry laughter from her lips fall, 

As she looks out for me, little Golden Hair. 

Two little soft hands folded, still and quietly, 

A little face so cold and fair, 
Two softly curtained eyes that will only ope in 
heaven ; 
They'll no more look out for me, little Golden 
Hair. 

Two little angel wings flutter soft and slowly, 

Up in heaven, where all is fair ; 
Two little angel eyes that will ne'er know sor- 
row : 
In Heaven she's looking out for me, little 

Golden Hair. Anonymous. 
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OUT OF THE NIGHT INTO THE 

LIGHT 

DOUBT, like the pall of death, 
Still hangs his veil of darkness round 
the tomb ; 
And lacerated hearts are bleeding. 
Lest " Love should yield to Death J^ O GodJ 
Is there no balm in Gilead for these wounds ? 
How can we learn Death's dark decrees. 
And bless, when friends remove, the hand that 

takes ? 
Thy power awes us, and the trembling soul 
Seeks refuge from thy might. Thy wisdom 

shines 
With such effulgent light the glory aazzles. 
We would draw near to thee in adoration. 



But whence this calm, this heavenly peace ? 
'* A still small voice " is whispering, " God is 
Love." 
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Yes, " God is Love^ The winds, the bounteous 
Earth, 

With all her varied fruits, her beauteous flowers, 

Her buried treasures, declare it. 

Tis written in the heavens, with stars for types ; 

And Ocean sings it in his deep-toned anthems. 

Every page of God*s most holy Word 

Glows with Lovers sacred fire, to " burn our dross 

And take away our tin." This granted, 

How could we e'er suppose that blissful chords, 

God-given on which emotion plays the music 

Of the soul, would ever be withdrawn ? 

The highest, holiest boon, recalled ? Oh, no ! 

Heaven calls his children home, to banquet 

On his love. Receiving more, they more im- 
part. 

And, when we cease to idolize, our white-robed 
angels. 

Ever watching round us, may, through the Word 
unsealed. 

Assure our hearts they deeply love us still ; 

That, with intensified desire, they wait our 
coming, 

And woo us upward to the realms of light. 
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O heavenly Father ! increase our faith 
In thy unbounded goodness ; that Humanity 
May wipe her weeping eyes, and smile to meet 

thee 
Coming ip the clouds of heaven. Thy Word — 
The Comforter — our only trust and guide. 

Mrs. Silver. 

^- 

THE SIGNAL, 

FLUTTERING there, 
In the stilly gray of the morning air, 
A streaming signal of black and white : 
Somebody's darling died last night, 
While you and I were asleep, — 
There, in the hushed and lonely room. 
In the solemn midnight gloom. 

Died, did I say ? 

Why, only the angels came that way. 
And called for a little child to go 
To the bosom of Him who loved them so. 

Where the many mansions be. 
And, speeding up with the ransomed boy. 
The heavens were filled with a song of joy. 



\ 



r 



THE SIGNAL. 219 

But over there, 

Waking never to pain or care, 
Lieth the little form to rest, 
The white hands crossed on the quiet breast, 

Soft eyes sealed with an angel-kiss. 
The smile of Heaven on lip and brow : 
Say, would you waken the sleeper now ? 

But the busy day 

Is rushing in with its work and play, 
And soon the patter of little feet 
Will pass the house on the village street ; 

And, seeing the signal flutter there. 
The children will pause, and whisper low ; 
But the little sleeper will never know. 

On to your play : 

You will gather stains of earth to-day. 
And the thorns of sin will wound your feet, 
In 3'our careless patter upon the street. 

But little Charlie is safe. 
Sorrow or taint cannot reach him there : 
White iare the robes that the ransomed wear. 

Anonymous. 
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BE GIVETH HIS BELOVED SLEEP. 

OF all the thoughts of God that are 
Borne inward unto souls afar, 
Along the Psalmist's music-deep, 
Now tell me if that any is 
For gift or grace surpassing this : 
" He giveth His beloved sleep." 

What would we give to our beloved ? 
The hero's heart to be unmoved, 

The poet's star-tuned harp to sweep. 
The senate's shout to patriot's vows, 
The monarch's crown to light the brows ? 

" He giveth His beloved sleep." 

What do we give to our beloved ? 
A little faith all undisproved, 

A little dust to over weep. 
And bitter memories to make 
The whole earth blasted for our sake ? 

" He giveth His beloved sleep." 
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" Sleep soft, beloved ! " we sometimes say ; 
But have no time to drive away 

Sad dreams that through the eyelids creep ; 
But never doleful dream again 
Shall break the happy slumbers, when 

" He giveth His beloved sleep." 

O earth, so full of dreary noises ! 
O men, with wailing in your voices ! 

O delved gold, the wailer's heap ! 
O strife, O curse, that o'er it fall ! 
God makes a silence through you all, 

" And giveth His beloved sleep." 

His dew drops mutely on the hill : 
His cloud above it saileth still, 

Though on its slopes men toil and reap. 
More softly than the dew is shed, 
Or cloud is floated overhead, 

" He giveth His beloved sleep." 

• 

Yea ! men may wonder, while they scan 
A thinking, feeling, living man, 
In such a rest his heart to keep ; 
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But angels saw, and, through the word, 
I ween their blessed smile is heard : 
" He giveth His beloved sleep.' 



99 



For me, my heart, that erst did go, 
Most like a tired child at a show, 

That sees through tears the juggler's leap, 
Would now its wearied vision close, — 
Would, childlike, on his love repose 

** Who giveth His beloved sleep." 

And friends, dear friends ! when it shall be 
That this low breath is gone in me, 

And round my bier ye come to weep, 
Let one, most loving of you all. 
Say, " Not a tear must o'er her fall,'* 

" He giveth His beloved sleep." 

Elizabeth Barkbtt Bbowmiiig. 
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HOME OF THE SOUL. 

I WILL sing you a song of that beautiful land, 
The far-away home of the soul, 
Where no storms ever beat on the glittering 
strand. 
While the years of eternity roll. 

Oh, that home of the soul ! in my visions and 
dreams 

Its bright jasper walls I can see. 
Till I fancy but thinly the veil intervenes 

Between that fair city and me. 

There the great trees of life in their beauty do 
grow, 

And the river of life floweth by ; 
For no death ever enters that city, you know, 

And nothing that maketh a lie. 

Oh' ! that beautiful home is for you and for me, 
Where Jesus of Nazareth stands : 

The, King of all kingdoms forever is he, 

And he holdeth our crowns in his hands. 
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Oh, how sweet it will be in that beautiful land, 

So free from all sorrow and pain ! 
With songs on our lips and with harps in our 
hands, 

To meet one another again. 

Anomymous. 



BABY'S DEAD. 

LONG and silken droop his lashes ; 
O'er his little pale cheeks spread, 
Frozen lines of icy chillness : 
Hush the house, — the baby's dead. 

Bring the green caressing myrtle. 
Fresh with morning's dewy showers ; 

Twine it with the bursting rosebud ; 
Crown his baby brow with flowers. 

Small white faces grouped together 
Pause, to wonder 'mid their play 
' Why he lies so hushed and quiet 
Through the live-long summer day. 
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Will he wake not on the morrow, — 

Ope his merry, laughing eye, 
And reclose it at the night-tide 

To his mother's lullaby ? 

Nevermore, — thus calmly sleeping, 
With the pale flowers on his breast ; 

Heeding not thy bitter weeping, — 
In the shadow he shall rest. 

Gently gather up his garments. 

Bear away the cradle bed : 
Tiny sock and sno\\7 night-gown 

Lay aside, — the baby's dead. 

Through that solemn, dreaded pathway, 
Veiled, mysterious, and unknown. 

Unfledged birdling, tender nursling, 
Thou hast wandered forth alone. 

No pale terror awed thy spirit. 
As the Stygian waves were past, 

Else the sweet smile had not lingered 
O'er thy features till the last ; 

«5 
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Else thou wert not calmly sleeping, 
As upon thy mother's breast, 

With thy waxen fingers slightly 
'Gainst thy tender bosom pressed. 

Loving father, prayerful mother. 
O'er that purely-fashioned clay. 

Where the shadow vaguely hovers, 
Pour not all thy soul away. 

Purer hands the lids have lifted 
From his death-closed hazel eyes : 

Seraph lips have hushed his slumbers 
With the angels' lullabies. 

High in those eternal archways, 

By the white celestials trod, 
Baby's learned the hidden password 

Of the mystic lodge of God. 

NBU.IB M. MOORB. 
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AT THE LAST 

THE stream is calmest when it nears the 
tide, 
And flowers are sweetest at the eventide, 
And birds most musical at close of day, 
And saints ditnnest when they pass away. 

Morning is lovely ; but a holier charm 

Lies folded close in Evening's robe of balm : 

And weary man must ever love her best ; 

For Morning calls to toil, but Night brings rest. 

She comes from heaven, and on her wings doth 

bear 
A holy fragrance, like the breath of prayer : 
Footsteps of angels follow in her trace, 
To shut the weary eyes of Day in peace. 

All things are hushed before her, as she throws 
O'er earth and sky her mantle of repose : 
There is a calm, a beauty, and a power. 
That Morning knows not, in the evening hour. 
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** Until the evening " we must weep and toil, 
Plough Life's stern furrows, dig the weedy soil. 
Tread with sad feet our rough and thorny way, 
And bear the heat and burden of the day. 

Oh ! when our sun is setting, may we glide, 
Like summer evening, down the golden tide I 
And leave behind us, as we pass away, 
Sweet, starry twilight round our sleeping clay. 

Anonymous. 

» 

ACROSS THE RIVER. 

WHEN for me the Silent oar 
Parts the silent River, 
And I stand upon the shore 

Of the strange Forever, 
Shall I miss the loved and known ? 
Shall I vainly seek mine own ? 

'Mid the crowd that come to meet 

Spirits sin-forgiven, — 
Listening to their echoing feet 

Down the streets of heaven, — 
Shall I know a footstep near 
That I listen, wait for, here ? 
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Then will one approach the brink 

With a hand extended, — 
One whose thoughts I loved to think, 

Ere the veil was rended, — 
Saying, " Welcome ! we have died, 
And again are side by side." 

Saying, " I will go with thee, 

That thou be not lonely, 
To your hills of mystery : 

I have waited only 
Until now, to climb with thee 
Yonder hills of mystery." 

Can the bonds that make us here 

Know ourselves immortal 
Drop away, like foliage sear. 

At Life's inner portal ? 
What is holiest below 
Must forever live and grow. 

I shall love the angels well, 

After I have found them 
In the mansions where they dwell, 

With the glory round them. 
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' But at first, without surprise, 
Let me look in human eyes. 

Step by step our feet must go 

Up the holy mountain, 
Drop by drop within us flow 

Life's unfailing fountain. 
Angels sing with crowns that burn : 
We shall have a song to learn. 

He who on earthly path 
Bids us help each other, — 

Who his Well-beloved hath 
Made our Elder Brother, — 

Will but clasp the chain of love 

Closer when we meet above. 

Therefore dread I not to go 

O'er the silent river. 
Death, thy hastening oar I know : 

Bear me, thou Life-giver, 
Through the waters to the shore 
Where mine own have gone before 1 

Lucy Larcom. 
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ONE YEAR AGO. 

ONE year ago a ringing voice, 
A clear blue eye, 
And clustering curls of sunny hair, 
Too fair to die. 

Only a year, — no voice, no smile, 

No glance of eye, 
No clustering curls of golden hair. 

Fair but to die. 

One year ago, what loves, what schemes 

Far into life ! 
What joyous hopes, what high resolves. 

What generous strife 1 

The silent picture on the wall. 

The burial stone. 
Of all that beauty, life, and joy 

Remain alone I 

One year, one year, one little year. 

And so much gone ! 
And yet the even flow of life 

Moves calmly on. 



^ 
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The grave grows green, the flowers bloom fair 

Above that head : 
No sorrowing tint of leaf or spray 

Says he is dead. 

No pause or hush of merry birds, 

That sing above, 
Tells us how coldly sleeps below 

The form we love. 

Where hast thou been this year, beloved ? 

What hast thou seen ? 
What rising fair, what glorious life, 

Where thou hast been ? 

The veil, the veil ! so thin, so strong, 

'Twixt us and thee 1 
The mystic veil ! when shall it fall, 

That we may see ? 

Not dead, not sleeping, not even gone. 

But present still, 
And waiting for the coming hour 

Of God's sweet will. 
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Lord of the living and the dead, 

Our Saviour dear 1 
We lay in silence at thy feet 

This sad, sad year ! 



VI 



Harriet Bbbchbr Stowb. 
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GOD is ; but not to mortal eyes 
Is his mysterious presence shown : 
We know not where those mansions are, 
Not made by hands, around his throne. 

This earth is but a vestibule 
Unto the inner temple, heaven ; 

Yet on its walls and roof and floor 
Are tokens of God's love engraven. 

Two lamps stand ever burning bright 
For those who seek the temple door, — 

God's holy Book, his holier Son, 
To clear whatever was dark before. 

And they who love these heavenly lights 
Shall find the earth-home brighter far : 

They add new beauty to a flower, 
They give new lustre to a star. 
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Sometimes a sorrow or a doubt, 
As chill winds flickering a torch, 

Rush o'er us, and we think the lights 
Have all gone out in God's great porch. 

Then if, in humble, patient prayer, 
We bide the whirlwind passing by, 

E'en clouds of trouble will divide. 
And show the glory beaming nigh. 

A little while we walk and wait. 
We waj:ch the opening of the door : 

Christ calls us, and we enter in. 
God is : we see him and adore. 



Anonymous. 



BEYOND THE RIVER. 

TIME is a river deep and wide ; 
And, while along its banks we stray. 
We see our loved ones o'er its tide 
Sail from our sight away, away. 
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Where are they sped ? They will return ;| 

No more to glad our longing eyes. : 

They've passed from Life's contracted bourn, — 
Passed to the blessed realm that lies 
Beyond the river. 

'Tis hid from view, but we may guess 

How beautiful that realm must be ; 
For gleamings of its loveliness, 

In visions granted, oft we see. 
The very clouds that o'er it throw 

Their veil, upraised for mortal sight. 
With gold and purple tintings glow. 

Reflecting from the glorious light, 
Beyond the river. 

And gentle airs so sweet, so calm. 

Steal sometimes from that viewless sphere ; 
The mourner feels their breath of balm, 

And soothed sorrow drinks the tear. 
And sometimes listening ears may gain 

Entrancing sound that hither floats, — 
The echo of a distant strain 

Of harps and voices' blended notes 
Beyond the river. 
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There are our loved ones in their rest : 

They Ve crossed Time's river. Now no more 
They heed the bubbles on its breast, 

Nor feel the storms that sweep its shore. 
But there pure love can live, can last : 

They look for us their home to share. 
When we in turn away have passed, 

What joyful greetings wait us there. 

Beyond the river. anonymous. 



FRIENDS IN HE A VEN, 

AS distant lands beyond the sea. 
When friends go thence, draw nigh, 
So heaven, when friends have hither gone, 
Draws nearer from the sky. 

And as those lands the dearer grow 

When friends are long away. 
So heaven itself, through loved ones dead. 

Grows dearer day by day. 

Heaven is not far from those who see 

With the pure spirit's sight. 
But near, and in the very hearts 

Of those who see aright. Akonvmous. 
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ANGEL PRESENCE. 



THERE'S a beautiful face in the silent air, 
Which follows me. ever and near, 
With smiling eyes and amber hair, 
With voiceless lips, yet with breath of prayer, 
That I feel, but cannot hear. 

The dimpled hand, and ringlet of gold, 

Lie low in a smiling sleep : 
I stretch my arms for the clasp of old ; 
But the empty air is strangely cold. 

And my vigil alone I keep. 

There's a sinless brow with a radiant crown. 

And a crown laid down in the dust : 
There's a smile where never a shade comes now, 
And tears no more from those dear eyes flow, 
So sweet in their innocent trust. 

Ah, well ! and summer is coming again, 

Singing her same old song ; 
But oh ! it sounds like a sob of pain. 
As it floats in the sunshine and the rain, 

O'er hearts of the world's great throng. 
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There's a beautiful region above the skies, 

And I long to reach its shore 3 
For I know I shall find my treasure there, — 
The laughing eyes and amber hair 

Of the loved one gone before. 

Anonymous. 



GONE, 

ANOTHER hand is beckoning us, 
Another call is given ; 
And glows once more with angel-steps 
The path which reaches heaven. 

Our young and gentle friend, whose smile 
Made brighter summer hours. 

Amid the frosts of autumn time 
Has left us with the flowers. 

And half we deemed she needed not 

The changing of her sphere. 
To give to heaven a Shining One, 

Who walked an Angel here. 
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The blessing of her quiet life 

Fell on us like the dew ; 
And good thoughts, where her footsteps pressed, 

Like fairy blossoms grew. 

• 
Sweet promptings unto kindest deeds 

Were in her every look : 
We read her face, as one who reads 

A true and holy book ; 

The measure of a blessed hymn, 

To which our hearts could move ; 
The breathing of an inward psalm ; 

A canticle of love. 

We miss her in the place of prayer, 

And by the hearth-fire's light : 
We pause beside her door to hear 

Once more her sweet " Good-night ! " 

There seems a shadow on the day, 

Her smile no longer cheers ; 
A dimness on the stars of night, 

Like eyes that look through tears. 
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Alone unto our Father's will 
One thought hath reconciled : 

That He whose love exceedeth ours 
Hath taken home his child. 

Fold her, O Father ! in thine arms. 

And let her henceforth be 
A messenger of love between 

Our human hearts and thee. 

Still let her mild rebuking stand 

Between us and the wrong, 
And her dear memory serve to make 

Our faith in Goodness strong 

And grant that she who, trembling, here 

Distrusted all her powers, 
May welcome to her holier home 

The well-beloved of ours. 

J. G. Whittibr. 

» 

A SONG OF CHEER. 

SING to thyself, O heart, my heart ! 
Through light and shade as thy days go on, 
" What though the glory of dawn depart ? 
Stars arise with the waning sun." 
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Sing to thyself, as the bird on the bough 
Rocks, and is trastful with perfect faith, 

" There's much of blessing and sweetness now, 
And the future is His, — as His message 
saitL" 

Struggling often with meanings dim. 
Groping to walk in a path untried. 

There is no darkness or doubt to Him, 
And the angel legions are at thy side. 

Year by year, thou shalt see and know 
That nothing is purposeless, nothing vain ; 

By many a struggle the soul must grow. 
Shaping its beauty with strokes of pain. 

Still, O heart ! be not dismayed. 

Joy her portion of life shall paint : 
Vainly her pencil hath e'er essayed 

To limn unaided a mortal saint. 

The valley shadows are cool and green. 

When the mountain passes are hot and bare ; 

But, beyond the marches that stretch between. 
There is rest in the purple sunset air. 

Anonymous. 
16 
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OUR HOME BEYOND THE TIDE, 

E'EN as the storm-tossed voyager lifts up 
his brow and smiles, 
To catch the welcome breeze that wafts the 

breath of tropic isles ; 
As Judah's hunted bird of song refreshed his 

weary wing 
In the green vineyards round about Engedi's 

mountain spring ; 
So hails my heart while pining upon the desert 

side 
Each symbol of the beauty of our home beyond 

the tide ! 

Nor needs he an interpreter who makes his 
pencil bright, 

And opens to the pilgrim's gaze that vision of 
delight ; 

Who is beside him on the cliff, while Faith with 
magic wand 

Is pointing o'er the waters to " Jerusalem be- 
yond ; " 
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Who from a land of shadows, where yet we must 

abide, 
Unveils the sun-bathed hills that skirt our home 

beyond the tide. 

Dear friends, whose earth-worn vestments have 

been changed to garments white, 
Ye are before me on those hills of never-fading 

light ! 
But this sweet picture has a voice ; " Thy coming 

we await, 
With songs and glad rejoicings by an ever-open 

gate." 
I linger in a lowly vale, smitten of God and 

tried : — 
How bright your dwelling in the skies, — our 

home beyond the tide 1 

Ye travellers in the upward path, — to sight as 

yet unknown, — 
Whose love-fraught messages my heart makes 

joyful haste to own, 
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Your words, like EschoPs clustered grapes that 
cheered the Hebrew band, 

Are foretastes of the ripened fruit of Canaan's 
happier land : 

Ye dwell afar ! but still our paths, though sun- 
dered far and wide. 

May to one common centre tend, — our home 
beyond the tide. 

Mary Webb. 
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God draws a cloud over each gleaming mom 

God is ; but not to mortal eyes . , 

Heaven is not reached by a nngle bound 
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' He leads as on . . • • 

Hast thoa thought of me at night, dear? 
How sweet to think we need not stay kmmx 
In the land where I am going . . 
I see, I see, through dimming tears . . 
If we knew the woe and heartache . 
I know not what will befall me 1 
It is not meet, I know, this backward tumii^ 
It was summer where she was going 
It is perpetual summer there . 
In that better land where the day dies not 
I shall be satisfied, O God 
In the midst of the mighty city 
It lies around us like a cloud . 
I know not if the dark or bright 
I will sing you a song of that beautiful land 
I think heaven will not shut forevermore 
I wandered long beside the alien waters '. 
Just as God leads me I would go • . 
Life is sweet, and many blessings . 
Long and silken droop his lashes 
Lord, open the door, for I falter 
Look up, my darling ! the vray seems dark 
Let us be patient, God has taken firom us 
My sorrowing friend, arise and go . . 
My mother is there in the land of bliss . 
Master, unto thy feet my gifts I bring • 
Mother, I see you with your nursery light 
Not far away does that bright city stand . 
Nearer? yes, I'm nearer now . 
Not now, ray child : a little more rough tossing 
Nearer ! Yes I we feel it not . . . 
Not, heavenly Father, that we ask or hope 
Now the ills of earth surround us . . 
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Oh, say not » I ho°i shall I know my dulio; 

Oui home ia beyond the tide, 6icnd 

On the banlis of thai sweei river 

Over the rivet Ihere lielh 

O vSoleli, blue-eyed violan I . 

O child \ amid the eity'i tuniuli itraying 

Of ill the beaulirui pictures . 

O brolhere and listen, growing old 

Oat of Ihe lunlight, into the shade . 
Cut God in heaven, from that holy place 

Oh I predoue thought, that joy untold ha 

One iweetly lolemD thought . 

Oh 1 not with any sound they come, or ■! 



Sing lo thyself, O hean I my heart 
There's a beautiliil land, a land of l^hl . 
There were lofty pillan bluiig 
There are lome hearts like wella . . 
Til thus ne press the hand and part . 
There an brighler skies than these, I knoi 
There is no death 1 The slats go down . 
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" The loved and lost? " why do we call them lost ? 

Two tender lambs, with nntried feet 

They are faded, sear, and scentless . 

The vesper hour a mother whiled . 

There is no flock, however watched and tended 

'Twas mom in the glorious summer time 

I'he look of sympathy, the gentle word . 

There is a beautiiiil fax-oG land . . 

Take thy stafi) O pilgrim I . . . 

That mystic word of thine, O sovereign Lord I 

Two little hands patting on the windows 

The stream is calmest when it nears the tide 

Time is a river deep and wide 

There's a beautiful hce in the sUent air 

When the baby died 

Wait calmly in the shadows . 

When the twilight shadows gather 

What is life ? 'Tis as a sunbeam 

We are sowing, daily sowing . 

Wait, my little one, wait I 

We are waiting for the clouds to break 

Why are we so impatient of delay? . 

We shall all go home to the better land 

We walk by &ith, and not by sight 

Why do we mourn ? They are not lost 

When on my ear your loss was knelled 

What will the baby do without you, mother? 

What may we take into the vast Forever 

We bent to-day o'er a coffined form 

Who shall say how dose the mortal • 

When for me the silent oar . 
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